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SONG 1. 


OR haughty Phils Thyrfis pines, 
In his pale Cheeks the Roſes fade; 


The gaily-chearful Sports refigns, 
And ſeeks the ſweetly- ſoothing Shade, 
Now by the Stream ſupine he lies, 
Or o'er the Mead does frantick tray ; 
Or to the rocky Mountain hies, 
As Love diĩrects the various Way, 
B 0 
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To Groves, to Streams, to Wilds, alone, 
The Fire that thrills his Veins reveals, 


Nor to the Rock pours torth his Moan, His 
Since babling Eccho ne'cr conceals. 7 
At length the Nymph for Thyrfis bu: ns, ©"... Wan 
And cools his ſwitt-contuming Flames f F 


Pleas'd Thyiſis ſmiles, tad Phillzs mow ns, 
And riſiug Bluſhes ſpeak her Shame, 

To mute Abodes the perjur'd Youth 
No moie repeats a Paſſion feign's ; 

The Village rings with the ſad Truth, 
For This boaſts a Conq ueſt gain'd. 

If only to the Field or Stream, 
When the kind Maid his Paſſion eas'd, 

| Had Thyrfis told the golden Dream, 

A Then Philles had not been ditpleas'd, 


— | 3 4 | ; | 8 


SONG II. 
AFT me ſome ſoft and cooling Breeze 
To Mind ſor's ſhady, kind Retreat, 
Where ſylvan Scenes, wide-tpreading * 
| Repel the raging Dog-ftar's Heat: 


Where tufted Graſs, and molly Beds, M 
Afford a rural cam Repoſe; 

Where Woodbines hang their dewy Heads, 
And fragrant Sweets around diſcloſe. 


Old oozy Thames chat flows faſt by, 
Along the ſmiling Valley plays, 
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His glaſſy Surface chears the Eye, 

And thro' the flow'ry Meadow ſtrays: 
His fertile Banks, with Herbage green, 
His Vales with ſmiling Plenty ſwell; 

Where'er his purer Stream is ſeen, 
The Gods of Health and Pleaſure dwell, 


Let me thy clear, thy yielding Wave 
With naked Arm once more divide; 
In thee my gluwing Roſom lave, 

And ftem thy gently-10lling Tide. 


Lay me with Damask Roſes crown'd 
Beneath ſome Oſier's dusky Shade; 

Where Water-Lilies paint the Ground, 
And bubling Springs refreſh the Glade, 


Let chaſte Clarznda too be there, 
With azure Mantle lightly dreft ; 
Ye Nymphs, bind up her ſilken Hair, 
Ye Zephyis, fan her panting Breaſt, 
O haſte away, fair Maid, and bring 
The Muſe, the kindly Friend to Love, 
To thee alone the Muſe ſhall fing, 
And warble thro' the vocal Grove. 


SONG III. 


H ftay ! ah turn! ah! whĩther would you flie, 
X Too charming, too relentleſs Maid! 
I tollow nor to conquer, bur to die ; 
Yon of the — are afraid. 
* 
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In vain I call; for the like fleering Air, 
When preſt by ſome tempeſtuous Wind, 


Flies ſwifter from the Voice of my Deſpair, 


— ——— 


Nor cafts one pity ing Look behind. 


1 — £ 


-S QO N G- IV. 
HLOE, ſure the Gods above 
For our Joys did you compoſe, 


_ Graceful as the Queen ot Love, 


Wanton as the billing Dove, 
Fragrant as the blowing Roſe. 


Wit and Beauty both we find 


Striving which ſhall arm you moſt 2 
Doubly, Chloe, rhus you bind, | 
Had not Nature made you kind, 

We, alas! were doubly loſt, 


_—_— 4 n 6 


SONG V. 
C Trephon, when you ſee me fly, 
Let not this your Fear create, 
Maids may be as often ſhy 
* Out of Love, as out of Hate 2 
When from you I fly away, 
It is becauſe I dare not tay. 
Did 1 out of Hatred run, 
Leſs you'd be my Pain and Cate; 
Bur the Youth I love, to ſhun, 
Who can ſuch a Trial beat 
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Who, that ſuch a Swain did ſee, 
Who could love and fly like me? 


Crnel Duty bids me go, 

Gentle Love commands me ſtay ; 

Duty's ſtill ro Love a Foe, 
Shall I This or That obey? 

Duty frowns, and Cupzd ſmiles, 

That detends, and this beguiles. 


Ever by theſe Chryſt al Streams 
I could fit, and hear thee ſigh: 
Raviſh'd with theſe pleaſing Dreams, 
Oh ! *cis worſe than Death to w 
But the Danger is ſo great, 


Fear gives Wings inſtead of Hate. 


St re phon, it you love me, leave me, 
It you ftay, I ain undone, 

Oh ! with eaſe you may deceive me, 
Prithee, charming Swain, be gone: 

Heaven decrees that we ſhould part, 

That has my Vows, but you my Heart. 


SONG VI. 


* y — 


Pbraid me not, capricious Fair, 
With drink ing to Exceſs: 

I ſhould not want to drown Deſpair, 
Were your Indiff'rence leſs. 

Love me, my Dear, and you ſhall find, 
When that Excuſe is gone, 
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That all my Bliſs, when Chloe's kind, 
Is fix'd on her alone. 
The God of Wine the victory 
To Beauty yields with Joy ; 


For Bacchus only drinks like me, 


When Arzadne's coy. 


ä 


SONG VII. 
H LO E, a Coquet in her Prime, 
The vaineſt, fickleſt Thing alive; 
Behold the ſtrange Effects of Tĩme 
Marries, and doats at Forty Five. 


So Weathercocks, that for a while 

Have veer'd about with ev'ry Blaft, 

Grown old, and deſtirure of Oil, 
Ruſt to a Point, and fix at laſt. 


SONG VII. 
Eſpairing beſide a clear Stream, 
A Shepherd for ſaken was laid, 
And whilſt a falſe Nymph was his Theme, 
A Willow ſupported his Head: 
The Wind that blew over the Plain 
To his Sighs with 2 Sigh did reply, 
And the Brook, in return to his Pain, 
Ran mournfally murmus ing by, 
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Alas! filly Swain, that I was, 
Thus ſadly. complaining he cry'd, 
When firſt 1 beheld tha fair Face, 
were better by tar 1 had dy'd: 
She ralk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear Tongue, 
When ſhe {mil'd, *rwas a Pleaſure too bros. 
1 liſten'd, and c1y'd, when ihe ſung, 
Was Nightingale ever fo ſweet! 


How fooliſh I was to believe, 
She could doat on ſo lowly a Clown ? 
Or that her fond Heart would not grieve 
To forſake the fine Folks ot the Town 2 
To think that a Beauty ſo gay, 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove, 
To go clad like our Maidens in Grey, 
And live in a Cottage on Love. 


What tho? 1 have Skill ro complain, 
Tho' the Muſes my Temples have crown'd 3 
What tho', when they bea my ſoft Strain, 
The Virgins far weeping around? 
Ah Collin thy Hopes are in vain, 
Thy Pipe and thy Laurel reſign, 
Thy tair one inclines to a Swain, 
Whoſe Muſick is ſweeter than thine, 


And you my Companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to fee me betray'd, 
Whatever 1 ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe the falſe Maid: 
I; thro? the wide World 1 ſhould range, 
'Tis in vain from my Fortune to fly, 


D 
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Twas hers to be falſe, and to change, 
*Tis mine to be conſtant, and die. 


Tf while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 
In her Breaſt any Pity is tonnd, 
Let her come with the Nymphs ot the Plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the Ground: 
The laſt humble Boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew, 
And when ſbe looks down on my Grave, 
Let her own that her Shepherd was true, 


Then to her new Love let her go, 


And deck ter in golden Array, 
Be fineſt ar e'ery fine Show, 
And frvulick it all the long Day. 


While Collia, forgotten and gone, 


No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, 
Unleſs when beneath the Pale Moon 
His Gholt ſhall giide over the Green, 


SONG IX. 
\ LL in the Bowns the Fleet was moor'd, 
The Streamers waving in the Wand, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 

o where {hall I my true Love find! 
Tell me, yc jovial Sailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet W:lliam ſails among the Crew? 


William, who high upon the Yard 


Rock'd with the Billows to and fro, 
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Son 2s her well-known Voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd, and caſt his Eyes below : 
The Cord flies ſwittly thro! his glowing Handg 
And quick as Lightning on the Deck he Rands, 


o the ſweet Lark, bigh-pois'd in Air, 


Shurs cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt, 


{if chance his Mate's {hrill Voice he hear) 


Ane drops at once into her Neſt : 
The nobleſt Captain in the Brit iſp Fleet 
Might envy William's Lips thoſe Kiſſes ſweet, 


0 Suſan, Su ſan, lovely Dear! 


My Vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling Tear, 

we only part to meet again; | 
Change as ye liſt, ye Winds, my Heart ſhall be 
The taithiul Compaſs that ſt ill poĩuts to thee. 


Believe not what the Landmen fay, 5 
Who tempt with D:ubts thy conſtant Mind: 
They'll tell rhee, Sailors, when wf. 
In e'ery Port a Miſtreſs find: 
Tes, yes, believe them, when they tell thee ſoy 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


Tf to fair India's Coaſt we fail, ) 
Thine Eyes are ſecn in Þi*mands bright; 

Thy Breath is Afrzc's ſpicy Gale, 
Thy Skin is Ivory ſo white: 

Thus e ery beauteous Object that I view 


Wakes in my Soul ſome Charm of lovely Sur. 
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Tho” Battle calls me ftom thy Arms, 
Let not my pretty Seſan mourn ; 
* Cannons roar, yet fate trom Harms 
William ſhall co his Hear return. 85 
Love tuins afi e the Balls that ound me fly, 


Leſt precious Tears ſhould iall trom Suſan's Eye. 


The Boar\wain gave the dreadful Word, 
The Sails their ſwelling Boſoms ſpread, 
No longer mutt the ſtay on Board: 
They kifs*d. ſhe figh'd, he hung his Head. 
Her leſs'ninę Boat uw willing rows to Land, 
Adieu ſhe cry'd; and wav'd her Lily Hand, 


nn. 


r 


SONG X. 
HE Sun had juſt withdrawn his Fires, 
And Phebus ſhone with milder Ray, 
When Thyrfis to the Grove retires, 
As Love had poin:ed out the Way, 
Hes trembling Knees the Turf receives, 
His aching Head the Cowſlips preſs ; 
His Preaſt, that Sighs alone had cas'd, 
At laſt gave Way to this Addreſs. 
O Queen, that guid'ſ the ſilent Hours, 
Li c*er Endymzon ſooth'd thy Pair, 
By all thy Joys in Carian Bow'rs, 
Reſtore me Roſa/znd again. 
To thee my mournfui Plaint I ſend, 
Protectreſs of the yirtuous Mind. 


Ty tho 
Fen 
Buhoi 
Tha 
Dima 
My 


To W. 
Th: 
Since 
Ane 


The 8 
Wi 
Me V. 
My 


But h. 


Joi: 
In tri 
- Ala 


The : 


Eye, 
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Ny thon thy chalte Aſſſtance lend, 
Venus is lewd, aud cue lind. 


Buhuid theſe Checks, how pale, how wan! 
That once were grac'd with roufte Pride: 
Dim ae my Eyes, their Iſtre gone, 
My Lips a purple Hue der ide. 


To wretched me i: nought avails, 
That PHabzs ſelt has ſtrung my Lyre: 
Since Plats, wort k lets Goc, pievails, 
And v#ly {»rc1d Wealth can fire. 


The Nightingale, that pines with Love, 
With mel:ihp Notes does Grict ſuipend; 

Me Vverſe, nor ſweeteſt Sounds can move, 
My Torments ſhe alone can end. 


But hark, the Raven's diretul Croak, _ 


Join'd with the Ow 1's ill-boding Sh rie k, 
In trighttul Conſort Fate hae ſpoke; 
Alas! my Love-fick Heart will break. 


Too cruel Nymph, haſte, hafte away, 
And ſee your Victim proſtiate lye; 

3 faint, I can no longer ſtay, 
O Roſalznd, tor thee 1 die! 


> JUNG 
HE Sun was ſunk beneath the Hil, 
> Theweſteru Clouds were 111'd with Gold, 


The Sky was clear, the Winds were il}, 


The Flocks were pent within the Fold: 


11 AM Select CorlEcTtio: 
When from the Silence of the Grove 


Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of Love. 


Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant Roſe 
From the bare Rock, or oozy Beach: 
Who from each barren Weed that grows, 
Expects the Grape, or bluſhing Peach : 
With equal Faith may hope to find 


The Truth ot Love in Womankind, 


have no Herds, no fleecy Care, 


No Fields that wave with golden Grain ; > 
No Paſture green, nor Garden fair, 
A Damſcl's venal Heart to gain: 
Then all in vain my Sighs muſt prove, 
For I, alas! have nought but Love, 


How w zerched is the faithful Youth, 
Since Womens Hearts are bought and fold ? 
They ask not Vows of ſacred Truth, 
Whene'er they ſigh, they ſigh for Gold; 
Gold can the Frowns of Scorn remove, 
Bn: I, alas! have nought but Love, 


To buy the Gems of 1ndza's Coaſt, 


What Wealth, what Treaſure can ſum̃ iz? 


Not all their Fire can ever boaſt 

The living Luſtre of her Eyes: 
For theſe the World too cheap would prove, 
Bur I, alas! have nought but Love, 


O Silvia, ſince nor Gems nor Ore 


Can wich your brighter Charms compare, 


" 
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Conſider that 1 proier more, 
More ſeldom found, a Heart tice; e 
Let Treaſne meaner Beai:cies move, 
Who pays thy Worth, mult pay 244 Love 


DI I FIG 


SONG XI. 
LEXIS ſhunn'd his fellow Swain, 
Their rural Sports and jocund Strain:, 
Heaven guard us all irom Cuid's Bo] 
He loſt his Crook, he leit his Flocks, 
And wand' ring thro' the lonely Rocks, 
He nourilh'd endleſs Woe, 


6 


The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came, 
His Griet ſome pity, others blame, | 
The fatal Cauſe all kindly ſeek ; 
He mingled his Concern with theirs, 
He gave them back their Friendly Tears, 
He ſigh'd, but could not ſpeak. 


Clorinda came among the reſt, 
And ſhe too kind Concern expreſt, 


And ask'd the Reaſon of his Woe; 
She ask'd, but with an Air and Mien 
hat made it eaſily toreſeen, 

She tear'd too much to know. 


The Shepherd rais'd his mournſul Head, 
And will you pardon me, he laid, 
While I the cruel Truth reveal; 


ES . 
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Which nothing from my Breaſt ſhould tear, 


Which never ſhould offend your Ear, 
But that you bid me tell? 


Tis thus I rove, *tis thus complain, 


Since you appear'd upon the Plain, 
You are the Cauſe ot all my Care; 

Your Eyes ren thouſand Dangers dart, 

Ten thouſand Torments vex my Heart, 
I love, and 1 deſpair ! 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard, 

*Tis what I thought, tis what I fear'd; 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe cry'd: 

But you ſhall promiſe ne'er again 

To break your Vows, or ſpeak your Pain; 
He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. 


SONG XIII. 
W HY will Horella, when I gaze, 

My raviſh'd Eyes reprove; 
And chide them trom the only Face 
They can behold with Love? 


To ſhun your Scorn, and eaſe my Care, 
I ſeek a Nymph more kind, 


And when I rove from Fair to Fair, 


Much gentler Uſage find. 

But ah! how taint is ev'ry Joy, 
Where Nature has no Part! 

New Beauties may my Eyes employ, 
But you engage my Heart. 
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do reſt.eſs Exiles, as they roam, 
Mee: Pity ev'ry where; 

Bur lang.1iſh tor their native Home, 
Tho' Death attend them there, 


th. 


SONG XIV. 
H Ar tho” they call me Country La's, 

I read it plainly in my Glas, 
That for a Ducheſs I might paſs, 

O! could I ſee the Day! 
Would Fortune hut attend my Cal], 
At Park, at Play, at Ring, at Ball, - 
I'd brave the proudeſt of them all, 
With a ſtand by. Clear the Wa! 


Surrounded by a Crowd of Beaus, 
Wich ſmart Toupe:s, and powder d Cotes, 
At Rivals I'll turn up my Noſe, 
Oh ! could I ſee the Day ! | 
I'll dart ſuch Glances from theſe Eyes, 
Shall make ſome Nobleman my Prize, 
And then, Oh! bow T'!] tyrannize ! 
With a ſtand by —— Clear the Way! 
O then for Grandeur and Delight, | 
For Equipage and Di'monds bright, 
And Flambeaus that outſhine the Ligh: ; 
Oh! could I ſee the Day 
Thus ever eaſy, ever gay, 
Quad /ille ſhall wear the Night away, 
And Pleaſure crown the growing Day! 
With a Rand by !——Clezr the Way! 
C 2 


Ti 
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SONG XV. 


1 ROM native Stalk the Province Roſe 
I pluckt with green Attire, 
But oh! upon irs Graces kung 
A Flatus to Deſire. | 


A vile, deftroying, preying Worm, 
Who ſbelter'd in the Leaf, 

Had robb'd me of the priſtio Joy, 
And prov'd the lucky Thiet. 


So beauteous Nymphs too oft are fours 
The vileſt Men to truſt 

While conftant Lover: plead in vain, 
And die for being juſt, 


SONG XVI. 
F Phzllzs denies me Relief, 
If ſhe's anpry, I'll ſeek ir in Wine? 
Tho? ſhe laughs at my amorous Grief, 
At my Mirth why ſhould ſhe repine? 


The ſparkling Champaign ſhall remove 


All the Griets my dull Soul has in Store: 
My Reaſon I Joſt when I lov'd, 
By drinking what can I do more 


Would Phillis but pity my Pain, 

Or my am'rous Vows would approve, 

The Juice of the Grape I'd diſdain, 
And be drunk with nothing but Love. 


& 
£ 


on 
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SONG XVI. 
HE Play of Love is now begun, 
| And thus the Actions do go on: 
Strephon enamour'd courts the Fair, 
She hears him with a careleſs Air, 
And {miles to find him in Love's Snare. 


The Ad. Tune play's, they meet again, 


Here Pity moves her for his Pain, 
Which ſhe evades with ſome Pretence, 
And thinks ſhe can with Love diſpenſe, 
Bur pants to hear a Man of Senſe. 


The Third Approach her Lover makes, 

She colours up whene'er he ſpeaks, 
But wich tcign'd Slights ſtill puts him by, 
And faintly cries, ſhe can't comply, 
Altho' ſhe gives her Heart the Lie. 


Now be Piot riſes, he ſeems ſhy, 
sit ſome other Fair he'd try: 
A: which ſhe ſwells with Spleen and Fear, 
L ef} one more wiſe his Love ſhould ſhare, 
lick yet no Woman e'er can bear. 


Tue laſt Ad now is wrought ſo high, 
That thus it crowns the Lover's Joy: 
She does no more his Paſſion hun, 
tic flat into her Arms does run, 
Tac Conaly falls — the Play is done 
C3 


i 


ext Time they meer, 2 forc'd Reſpet 
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The SEQUEL. 
OW come Love's Plagues, the Fair enjoy'd, 
And with the Pleaſure Strephon cloy'd, 
A feign*d Content the Lover wears, 
Aud with falſe Raptures ſooths her Fears, 
While his Retreat employs her Cares. 


takes the Fair dread a cold Neglect. 
Strait her full Boſom heaves with Sighs, 
Yer tho' diſtraQting Fears ariſe, 
Fond Love forbids to truſt her Eyes. 


Tortur'd with Doubts ſhe next complaius, 
And asks it hers are ſancy'd Pains ? 
With well-tim'd Rage he ſwears hel] rove, 
Vows, tho? he burns, he'll never prove 
The curſt Fatigue of jealous Love. 


ro bring him back all Arts ſhe tries, 
And bids his jealous Fury 11ſe, 


Pleas'd, he that Stratagem diſdains, \ 
Yows that no Fai: ſhall give tim Pain: As 
Taat o'er a Fop contented reigns. T 

| An 


With Grief diſtracted, now ſhe burns, 


| 4 

And to ſtern Rage her Paſſion turns, 
On the Whole Sex her Fury bends, -_ 
And the firſt Blockhead that attends n 
| ; 2 _ 


zar: ies, aid 11,5, to gin her Erde, 


110y'd, 


7d, 


59 


ve, 
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| SONG XVIII. 
TY IOGENES, ſurly and proud, 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon Youth 2 
Delighted in Wine that was good, 
Becauſe in good Wine there is Truth: 
But growing as poor as was Fob, | 
And unable to purchaie a Flask, 
He choſe for his Mantzon a Tub, 
And liv'd by the Scent ot the Cask. 
Heraclitus ne'er would deny 
To tipple and cheriſh his Heart, 
And when he was maudling, wo.1'd ny, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his Qart : 
Tho' ſome are ſo fooiith to think, 
He wept at Mens Follies and Vice, 


When 'twas only his Cuſtom to driak, 


Till the Liquor flow'd out of his Eyes. 
Democritus always was glad 
Ot a Bumper to chear up his Soul, 
And would laugh like a Man that was mad, 
When over a full flowing Bow: : 
As long as his Collar was ſtor'd, 
The Liquor he'd merrily quaff, 
And when he was drunk as à Lord, 
At thole that were ſober he'd lang ©, 


Copernzcrs too, like the reſt, 
Believ d taere was Wiidom in Wine, 
And thoupt that a Cup of the beſt 
lade Realon the brighter to ſhine ; 
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Wich Wine he repleniſh'd his Veins, T'ne 
And made his Philoſophy reel, = * 
Then fancy 'd the World, like his Brains, 9 
Turn'd round like a Chariot Whecl. - 
a Ariftotle, that Maſter of Arts, 7772 
5 Had been but a Dunce without Wine, T 
And what we aſcribe to his Parts, Burt 
1 ls due to the Juice of the vine: ; B 
J His Belly, moſt Authors agree, 
q Was big as 2 watering-Trough ; 8 
1 He therefore leap'd into the Sea, 75 
| | Becauſe he'd have Liquor enough, But 
| Old Plato, that learned Divine, * 
5 He fondly to Wiſdom was prone ; Tue 
, But had it not been for good Wine, Ic 
j lis Merit we ne'er ſhould have know: ? * 
By Wine we are generous made, "7 
It furuiſhes Fancy with Wings, 
Wathou: it, we ne'er ſhould have had I kn 
' Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. T 
| Ays my Uncle, I pray now diſcover = 
| What has been the Cauſe of your Woes, 41 
f That you pine and you whine like a Lover? 4 p 
0 I've ſeen Molly Magg of the Roſe ! 3 
| O Nephew your Grief is but Folly, 
bs | In Town you may find better Progg, —_ 
Half a Crown there will get youa Molly, M 


A Molly much better than Mogg, 
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The Schuol-boys delight in 2 Play-Day, 
The Schooi-maſtet's Joy is :9 flogg : 
op is the Delight of a Lacy, 
Bu: mine is in ſwect Melly Mogg. 


315 Hy leads the Trav ler a-gacging 
| Thro' Ditch, and chro* Quagmire aad Beg: 
Burt no Light can e'er ſet me a-madii::p, 


But the Eyes of my ſweet Molly Mugs, 


For Guineas in other Mens Breeches 


Four Gameſters will paum and will cogg, 


But 1 envy them none of their Riches, 
So I paum my ſweer Molly Mogg. 


The Heart that's half-wounded is 1anging, 


It here and there leaps like a Frag, 


But my Heart can never be changing, 


"Tis ſo fix d on my ſweet Mully Mogg, 


I know that by Wits 'tis recited, 

That Women, at beſt, are a Clogg ; 
Bur I'm not ſo eaſiiy trighte! 

From loving my ſweet Molly AL gg. 


A Letter when I am inditing, 

Comes cupid, and gives me a Joęꝑg. 
And I fill all my Paper with writing 
Ot nothing but ſweer Molly Migg. 


I feel I'm in Love to DiſtraRion, 
My Senſes are loſt in a Fogg, , 


' 
| 
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And in nothing can find Sat is: action, 


But in Thoughts of my tweet Mully Mfg 


11 would not give up the three Graces, 


I wiſh! were hang'd like à Dog, 
And at Court all the drawing- room Facet. 
For 2 Glance at my ſweet Molly AA E 


For thoſe Faces want Nature and Spirit, 
And ſeem as cut out of a Loy ; 

Funo, Venus, and Pallas's Merit 
Unite in my ſweet Melly Mg. 


| Were Virgi! alive with his Philles 


And writing another Eclogue, 
Both his Phillis and fair Amaryllss 
He'd give for my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


| When Mollycomes up with the Liquor, 


Then Jealouſy ſers me a-gog, 
To be ſure ſhe's a Bit for the Vicar, 
And ſo 1 ſhall loſe Molly Mogg. 


The Anſwer to the foregoing Verſes. 
HEN to Women you make your 
Sir, | | 


Remember the old Decalogue, 
And take heed that you never tranſgreſs, Sir, 
With that beautiful Toaſt, Molly Mogg.. 


'' 
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-— INT IK. 
) 1NG, ring the Bar-be!! ot the World, 
Great Bacchus calls tor Wine; 
Haſte, pierce the Globe, its Juices drein, 
To whet him ere he dine. 


Have you not head the Bottle cluck, 

When firſt you've poured jortl: ? 

The Globe ſhall cluck, as ſoon as tapp'd, 
To brood ſuc h Sons of Worth. 


When this World's out, more Worlds we'll have, 
Who dare oppoſe the Call 

It we had twice ten thouſand Worlds, 
Ere Night we'd drink them all. 


See, ſee our Drawer «Atlas comes, 
His Cask upon his back; 

Haſte ! drink and ſwill, let's booze amain, 
»Till all our Girdles crack. 


A pcllo cry'd, let's drink amain, 


Leſt Tzme ſhould go aſtray; 
we'il make Tame drunk, the reſt reply'd, 
We Gods can make a Day. 


Brave Herculcs, who :cok the Hint, 
Required Ii me to drink, 

And made him gorge ſuch Pot ions down, 
That Teme forgot to think, 


Unthinking Time thus over-come, 
And nonpluſs'd in the Valt, 
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Diſſolv'd in the Ethereal Wort, 
Sigh'd, languiſh'd, groan'd his aſt. 


Now T:me's no more, let's drink away; 
Hang finching, make no Words; 

Like true- born Bacchanalian Souls, 
Well get as drunk as Lords. 


— — 


—_— 


SONG XXI. 
H happy, happy Groves! 
Witneis Ot our tender Loves: 
Oh happy, happy Shade! 
Where firſt oui Vows were made: 
Bluſhing, ſighing, melting, dying, 
Looks would charm a Fove : 
A thouſand pretty things ſhe ſaid, 
And all was Love, 


But Corinna per jur'd proves, 

And for lakes the ſhady Groves; 

M'he I peak ot mutual Joys, 

She knows not what I mean: 

Wan:on Glances, tond Carefles, 
Now no more are ſeen, 

Since the iaiſe deludinę Fa'r 
Leit the flow'ry Gicen. 


Mourn, ye Nymphs that ſporting play's 
Where poor Syephos was betray d, 
There the ſecret Wound lhe gave, 
When I ürſt was made her Slave 
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SONG XXIL 


iliiſt 1 gaze oa Chloe trembling, 

wW Strait her Eyes my Fate declare; 
\ hen ſhe ſmiles, 1 car Diſlembling , 

V hen {he trowns, 1 then deipali, 
tealous of ſome Rival Lover, 

ti a wandring Look ſhe give: 
Fain 1 would reſoive to leave hei, 

Bur can ſooner ceaſe to live. 


Why mould I conceal my Pal: 9: 
Or the Torments I endure ? 
will aiſcioſe my Inclination: 
Awjul Diſtance yields no Cure 
Zure it is not in her Nature. 
To be cruel to her Slave; 
She is too divine à Creature, 
To deſtroy what ſhe can ſave. 


Happy's he whoſe Inclination 
Warms but with a gentle Heat: 
Never mounts to raging Pathon, 
Love's a Torment, it too great. 
When the Storm is once blown over, 
Soon the Ocean quiet grows 
But a conſtant, taithiul Lover, 
IF 


$00 meets With true Repote, 
8 


\ 


— C » - - — 
. . — 
8 


To eaſe the Pain, which lovely Eyes 
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SONG XXIII. 
E E from the ſilent Grove Alexis flies, 
And ſeeks, with every pleaſing Art, 


Created in his Heart. 
To ſhining Theatres he now repairs, 
To learn Camilla's moving Airs, 
While thus to Muſick's Pow'r the Swaiu ad- 
| dreſs'd his Pray'rs: 
Charming Sounds that ſweetly * uh, Fa 
Mufick, ob compoſe my Anguiſh | 
Ev'ry Paſſion yields to thee : 
Phœbus, quickly then relieve me, 
Cupid ſhall ao more deceive me; 
I'll to ſprightlier Joys be free. 
Apollo heard the fooliſh Swain; 

He knew, when Daphne once he lov'd, a 
How weak t'aſſwage an amoruus Pain, 

His own harmonious Art had prov'd, He 
And all his healing Herbs how vain, | 
Then thus he ſtrikes the ſpeaking Strings, As 
Preluding to his Voice, and ſings: Hi: 
Sounds, tho' charming, can't relieve thee ; | 
Do not, Shepherd, then deceive thee, An 
Mu fick 3s the Voice of Love, 
If the tender Maid believe thee, 

Soft Relemting, 
Rind Conſenting, 
Wl alone thy Pain remove. 


iu ad- 
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SONG XXIV. 


E E, ſee my Serapbina comes, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry Grace; 
Hool, Gods, from your celeſtial Domes, 
And view her charming Face. 


Then ſearch, and ſee it you can find 
In all your ſacred Groves, 

A Nymph, or Goddeſs, ſo divine, 
As ſhe whom Strephon loves. 


SONG XXV. | 
HILE Phzllzs is drinking, Love and Wine 
in Alliance, 
With Forces united, bid reſiſtleſs W ; 
By the Touch of her Lips the Wine ſparkles 
higher, 


| And her Eyes by ber driakiog redouble their Fire. 


Her Cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their 


Colour, 


4s Flowers by ſprinkling revive with freſh Odour ; 


His Dart dipt in Wine, Love wounds beyond 
curing, [ more enduring. 
And rhe Liquor, like Oi!, makes the Flame 


By Cordials of Wine Love is kept from expiring, 

And our Mirth is enliven'd by Love and deſiring; 

Relieving each other, the Pleaſure is laſting, 

And we never are cloy'd, yet are ever a taſting. 
D 2 
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Then Phedlis began, ie: our Raptures about, 
Aud a Kis and a Glais be fill going round; 
Our Joys are immortal, while thus we remove 
From Love to the Bote, from tac Bottle to Love 


— 


SUNG XXVI. 
S chloris, full of harmleis Thong? 
Beneath a Willow lay, 


Find Love a youthful Shepherd biong hi-, 


Lo paſs the Time away. 
Sne bluſh'd to be encounter d. 
And chid the am'rous Swain 


But as ſhe ſtrove to riſe and 8 


He pull'd her down again. 


Ah ! Gods, ſaid ſhe, What Charms ale ele 


That conquer and ſurprize“ 
Oh! let me, tor unleſs you pleaſe, 
J have no Pow'r to riſe. 


She fainting ſpoke, and trembling laid, 
For fear ſhe ſhould comply; 

Her lovely Eyes her Heart betray d, 
And gave her Tongue the Lie. 


A ſudden Paſſion ſciz'd her Heart, 


In ſpite of her Diidain, 


$. 2 tound a Pulſe in ev'ry Par, 


And Love in ev'ry Vein. 
Thus ſhe, who Princes had deny d, 
With all :heir Pomp aud Traty, 


Se 
Vv 


FOB 
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Was in the lucky Minute try'd, 


And yielded to the Swain. 


SONG XXVII. 


END home my long-ſtray'd Eyes to me, 
Which oh! too long have dwelt on thee ; 


But it they there have learn'd ſuch all, 


Such forc'd Faſhions, 
And falſe Paſſions, 
That they be 
Made by thee 
Fit for no good Sight, keep them fill. 


Send home my harmleſs Heart again, 
Which no unworthy Thought could ſtain; 


But if it has been taught by thine 


To make Jeſtings 

Of Proteſtings, 
And break bath 
Word and Oath ; 


| Keep it ſtill, tis none of mine. 


vet lend me back my Heart and Eyes, 


That I may know and ſee thy Lies, 


And may laugh and joy, when thou 


Art in Anguiſh, 
And doft languiſh 
For ſome one 
That will none, 
Or prove as falſe as thou ar: now 
D 3 
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SONG XXVIII. 


ET Ambition fire thy Mind, 
Taou wert born o'er Men to reig”, 
Not to follow Flocks deſign , 
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain, 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feet, 
Thou on Necks ot Kings ſhalt tread | 


Joys, in Circles, Joys fhall mect 


Which way cer thy Faicy lead: 


SONG XXIS. - 
F Iften all, 1 pray, to the Words I've to ſay. 
In Memory ſare :nfert 'em ; 


Rich Wines do us faite 10 ihe Honour or Bays} 


Qreem nen fecere d:ferrum 


Or all the brisk Juice which the Gods produce. 
Claret ſhall be preferr'd before em; 

Tis Claret fall ſtraight us Mortals create 
47s, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum. | 

We abandon all Ale, and Beer that is ſtale, 
Ro ſa- julio, and camnable Hum: 

But ſparkling Red ſhall hold up its Heac 
'Bove mne quod ait um, 

This is the Wine, that in former time 
F. ach wiſe one ot the Mage 


Was wort to.c4;on'e in a Chapict of Br arke, 


Re ccονν fob fem, ie. 
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7,2; the Hop be hei! Bane, let a Rope de her 
Shame, 
Le: the Count and Cholick pine em, 
Tha: offer to ſheihk in raking their Drink, 
Seu Uracum, five Latinum, 


Let the Glaſs fly about, till the Bortie is ou“, 


Le: each one dv) a3 he's dont to; 
Waunt thule that aug th) abomiuable Tug, 
lang us heteroclita 1499, 
There's no ſuch Ditcate, 45 he that goth please 
Flis Palate with Beer ior to ſhame us; 
Tis Claret that bi ings tt Fancy it Wings, 
And ſays, Muſa, majora car emus. 
{He's eitder a Mute, or docs noorly diſpute, 
That Arinketu not Wie a5 be Men do; 


The more Wine a Man drinks, like a lubtle Sphinn of 


Tamum valette loquends, 


How it chear3tne Brains, how it warms theveins. 


How againſt all Cioftes it arms us 

How it makes him :hat s poor courag ion 117 1927; 
Ft mutatas deivere formas. 

Give me-ths Boy, my Delig ht and my Joy, 
To M/ Inte m hut dritilzs his Talc; 5 

By Wine he that waxes, in our Syabaxc:, 
Eit Verbum Perſ.nale. 


lar, or thy Wits to blame 
9 1 a ; 8 . 

Cat tor Wins, ad thou theltihave it; 

leg to riſe, and of very wile, 


Art thou wen n 


2 
ad © 
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We have frolick Rounds, we have merry Go- 


downs, 

Yet nothing is done at random; q 1 
For when we're to pay, we club and away, T 

Id eſt commune notandum. Wee 
No Vintners deny the Lads that are dry, Wel 

But give em Wine whacte'er it coſt em; 
It they do not pay till another Day, Let's wl 

Manet alta mente vepoſtum. And 
WU ne'er tails to drink all clear from the Brink, ih che 

With a ſmooth and even ſwallow, Aud 
I'll offer at's Shi ine, and call it divine, Ze 

Et erzt mins magnus Apollo, The Gl: 
He that drinks ſtill, and ne'er has his Fill, . _ 

Has a Paſlage like a Conduic : ps 


Brisk Wine does inſpire with Raptures and Fire, 
Sic ether athera fundit. 

When we merrily quaff, if any go off, 
And lily offer to paſs ye, 

Give their Noſe a Twitch, and kick em i th 


8 


Britch, 
Nam componuntur ab aſc. i we'll þ 
I have told ye plain, and will tell ze again, What 
Be he furious as Orlando, | Says dl 
He is an Aſs that from hence doth Paß, | Wich! 
Ni, ba bit ad oſti a ſtando. . Wm a 
ö WII. 
And w 
You m 
You n 
For 4 


/ Go- 


Brink, 
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wy * * 
SONG XXX 
3 IS too late for a Coach, 
And: o ſoon to reel home: 
45 | EP r - 
We've Freedom to {t1gger 
Wen tho Town is our W 


Lets wharl it away, 
And whip Six-pence round, 
7'1j] the Drawers are founder'd, 
Aud the liogtheads do ſound. 


The Glaſs ſtays with you, Tom, 


Save your Tide, pull away, 
Ine Minute at Midnight 
Is worth a whole Day. 


* — — — — 
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"SO NG XXXI. 
HO comes there ? ſtand, 

And come betore the Conſtavie; 

We'll know what you are. 

What makes you out {9 late“ 

Says the Midnigl Magittrate. 

Wich bis Joddle ill ot Ale, 


lu a wooden Chair of State, 


Wiience come yon, Sir ? 
And whether do ye go! 
You may ea 7%öit, tor ought ! irnow 


You may as weh, Sir. rake me 
Fur a Mikwrigan, 
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He ſpeaks Latin, ſecure him, 
He's a dangerous Man. 

To tel] you the Truth, Sir, 
1 am an honett Tory; 
Here's a Crown to drink, 
And there's an End ot the Story. 
Good-morrow, Sir; a civil Man 
Is always welcome: 
Go, Barnaby Bounce, 
Light the Gentleman home, 


* 


— ——— 


| Y OUNG Corydon and Phzllz: 
Sat in a lovely Grove, 
Contriving Crowns of Lilies, 
Repeating Toys of Love 


But as they were a playing, 
She ogled to the Swain, 

It ſav'd her plainly ſaying, 
Ler's kiſs to eaſe our Pain, 

A thouſand Times he kiſt her, 
Laying her on the Green; 

But as he further preit her, 

A pretty Leg was ſcen. 

So many Beauties viewing, 

His Ardour ſtill encreas'd, 

And greater Joys purſuing, 
le wander'd o'er her breaſt, 


SONG XxXII. 


A laſt Effort ſhe trying, 

His Pathon to withſtand, 

\ Cry'd, but t was faintly crying, 
Pray take away your Hand, 


Young Cor yden grown bolder, 
The Minutes would improve, 
, "4 This is the Time, he told her, 
i To fhew you how I love. 


The Nymph ſeem'd almoſt dying, 
bDiſſolv'd in amorous Heat, 

— She kiſs'd, and told him ſigh ing, 
My Dear, your Love is great. 


But Phillis did recover | 

Much ſooner than the Swain : 
he, bluſhing, ask'd her Lover, 
' Shall we not kiſs again 


Thus Love his Revels keeping, 

Till Nature at a ſtand ; 

From Talk they tell to ſleeping, 
Holding each other's Hand. 


SONG XXXIII. 


O all ye Ladies now at Land 
1 We Men at Sea indite; 

| But firſt would have ye underſtand 
How hard ut is te write; 


The Muſes now, and Neptune too, 
We muſt implore to write to you, 


With 4 f, la, 14. 


For tho! the Muſes ſhould prove kind, 
And fill our empty Brain, 

de if rough Neptune rouze the Wine, 
To wave the azure Main, 

Our Paper, Pen, and Ink, and we 

Roul up avd down our Ships at Sea. 


Then it we write not by each Polit. 
Think not we are unkind, 
Nor yet conclude our Ships are loft. 
By Dutchmen, or by Wind; 
Hur Tears wei] fend a ſpeedier Way. 
The Tide ſhall bring them twice 4 Bay, 


The King, with Wonder and Surprize 
Will ſwear the Seas grow bold, 

Recauſe the Tides will higher riſe, 
Than cer they did ot old. 

By: et bim know, it is our Tears 


Rrings Floods of Griet to Whitehall Hals. 


Shou d foggy Opdam chance to know 
Our ſad and diſmal Story, 

The Durch would ſcoru fo weak 2 Foe: 
And quit their Fort at Goree } 

For what Reſiflance can tney nnd 


From Men wiy've ich their Hesrte behind, 
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Let Wind and Weather do its worſt, 
Be you to us but kind; 
Let Dutchmen vapour, Spanzards curſe, 
No Sorrow we {hall find; 
'Tis then no matter how things go, 


Or who's our Friend, or veho's our Fore, 


To paſs our tedious Hours away, 
We throw a merry Main; 
Or elſe at ſerious Ombre play; 
But why ſhould we in vain 
Each other's Ruin thus purſue ? 
We were undone when we leit you! 


But now our Fears tempeſtuous grow, 
And caſt our Hopes away, 

Whilſt you, regardieſs of our Woe, 
Sit careleſs at a Play; 


perhaps permit ſome nappier Man 


To kiis your Hand, or fliit your Fan. 


When any mournfu! Tone you bear, - 
That dies in every Note, 

As it it ſigh'd with each Man's Care, 
For being ſo remote; 


Think chen how often Love we've made 


To you, when all thoſe Tunes were play'd. 


In Juſtice you caunot retuſe 


To think of our Diſtreſs, 
L 


UL 
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When we tor Hopes of Honour loſe 
Our certain Happineſs; 

All thoſe Deiigns are but to prove 

Ourſelves more worthy ot your Love. 


And now we've told you all our Loves, 
And likewiſe all our Fears; 
In hopes this Declaration move: 
Some Pity tor our Tears ; 
Let's near ot no Inc onſtaucy, | 
We have too much ot that at Sea. 


SONG XXXIV. 
Ome, Neighbours, now we've made our Hay. 
2 The Sun in Haſte 
Drives to the Weſt, 
With Sports conclude the Day. 
Let every Man chute out his Laſs, 
And then ſalute her on che Graſs; 
| And when you find 
She's coming king, 
Let not that Moment pals. 
CHORUS. 
We'll roſs off our Bui to true Love and Honour, 
To all kind loving G, and the Lord of the Ma- 
At Night when round the Hail we're lat | nor, 
With good brown Bowls, 


BY To chear our Souls, 
And raiſe a merry Chat; 


When Blood grows warm, and Love runs high, | 


And Jokes about the Table &y ; 


_Whi 


Let : 


Til. 
Our 


lay, 


| 
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Then we retreat, 
And that repeat, 
Which all would gladly cry. 


Let lazy great ones ot the Town 
Drink Night away, 

| And fleep all Day, 

Till Gourty they are grown: 

Our nightiy Sports ſuch Vigour give, 


Tat oneu times we do revive, 


And kits our Dames 
With ſtronger Flames 
Than any Prince alive. 
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FT EIS great World is a Trouble, 
= Where all muſt their Fortunes bear; 
Make the moſt ot the Bubble, 
You'll have but Neighbours Fare. 


Let not jealouſy teaze ye, 5 
Think of nought but to pleaſe ye; 


What's paſt, tis but in vain 
For Mortals to wiſh again. 


When dull Cares do attack ye, 


Drinking will thoſe Clouds repel; 
Four good Bottles will make ye 
Happy, they ſeldom tail. 
If 2 Fitch ſhould be wanted, 
Ask the Gods, "will be granted; 
E 2 
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Thus with Eaſe you'll obtain 
A Remedy for all Pain. 


— —__ 


SONG XXXVI. 

TFT YO not ask me, charming Phillis, 

Why I lead you here alone, 

Dy this Bank of Pinks and Lilies, 

And of Roſes newly blown, 
Tis not to behold the Beauty 

Of thoſe Flow'rs that crown the Spring; 
Tis to but I know my Duty, 

And dare not name the thing. f 
Tis, at worſt, but her deny ing, 

Why thould I thus feartu} be? 

Every Moment, gently flying, 
Smiles, and fays, nike uie of me; 
What the Sun does to thoſe Roſes, 

While the Beams play ſweetly in, 
I would but my Fear oppoſes, 

And I dare not name the thing. 
Yet T die it I conceal it; 

Ask my Eyes, or ask your own; 
And it neither cau reveal it, 

Think what Lovers think alone, 
On this Bank of Pinks and Lilies, 

Might I ſpeak wha: 1 wou.d do; 
T wou'd with my lovely Philli c, 
I wou'd; I wou'd— ah! wou'd you? 


Tou g 
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ro meaner Beauties of the Night, 
Who poorly ſatisfy our Eyes, 
More with your Number than your Light, 


Like common People of the Skies, 
Wha: are you when the Moon doth riſe ? 


You Vioiets, that farſt appear, 
By your fine Purple Mantles known, 
Like the proud Virgins ot the Year, 
As it the Spring were all your own ; 
What are you when the Roſe is blown? 


You warbling Chanters of the Wood, 
Who all our Ears with Nature's Lays, 

Think ing your Paſhon's underſtood 

By meaner Accents; what's your Praiſe, 
When Fhilomel her Voice doth raiſe ? 


You glorious Trifles of the Eaſt, 
Whoſe Eftimations Fancies raiſe, 

Pearls, Rubies, Sapphires, and the reſt 
Of glitifring Gems; what is your Praiſe, 
When the brigh: Di'mond thews his Rays? 


So, when my Princeſs ſhall be ſeen 
In Beauty ot her Face and Mind, 

By Vi:cae fift, chen Choice, a Queen | 
Tell nic, it {he were not ceſign'd 
Th' Ecipie and Glory of her Kind? 
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Unto her Breath tor Sweetneſs run; 

The Di'mond's darken'd in the Ring, 
If ſhe appear, the Moon's undone, 
As in the Preicuce oi the Sun. 
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The Roſe, the Violet, the whole Spring, 


— 


O Friend and to Foe, 
| T And to all that I know, 
That to Marriage Eſtate do prepare; 
Remember your Days, 
In their ſeveral Ways 


Are Trouble, with Sorrow and Care: 


For he that doth look 
In the marry'd Man's Book, 
And reads but rhe Items all over, 
Shall find them to come 
At length to a Sum, 
Shall empty Purſe, Pocket, and Coffer. 


In the Paſtimes of Love, 
When their Labour doth prove, 
And the Kinchin beginneth to kick, 
For this, and for that, 
And I know n>:t for what, 
The Woman muſt have, or be lick, 


There's Item ſet down, 
For a looſe-body'd Gown, 


In her Longing you muſt not deceive her. 


SONG XXXVII. 
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For a Bodkin, a Ring, 
And the other fine thing, 


For a Cornet and Lace to be braver. 


Deliver'd and well, 
Who is it can't tell, 
That while the Child lies at the Nipple, 
There's Item: tor Wine, | 
Mong Goſſips ſo fine, 
And Sugar to ſweeren their Tipple. 


There's Item, I hope, 

For Starch and for Soap, 
There's Item tor Fire and Candle; 

For better jor worſe, 

There's Item tor Nurſe, 


The Baby to dreis and to dandle. 


When ſwaddled in Lap, 
There's Item tor Pap, 

And Item tor Pot, Pan, and Ladle; 
A Coral with Bells, 
Which Cuſtom compe's, 

And ſtem a Crown tor a Cradle. 


With Twenty odd Knacks, 
Which the little one lacks, 
And thus doth thy Pleaſure betray thee , 
Let this is the Sport, 
In Country and Court; 


Then let not the Charges diſmay thee, 


43 
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SONG XXXIX. 
lere lives a Laſs upon the Green, 
T Could 1 her Picture draw, 
A brighter Nymph was never ſeen, 


She looks and reigns a little Queen, 


And keeps the Swains in Awe, 


Her Eyes are Czpid's Darts aad Wings, 
Her Eye-brows are tus Bow, 

Her filken Hairs the ftiver Strings, 

Which ſwift and ſure Deſtruction brings 
To all the Vale below. 


If Taſto, ellas Dawn of Light 


Can warm and wound us fo, 
Her Noon muſt be fo piercing bright, 
Each glancing Beam would kill outright, 
And ev'iy Swain iubdue. 


SONG XL. 
Name is honeſt Herry, 
41 And I love little Mery, 


In ſpight of Cſs, or j:alous Beſs, 
I'll have my own Fegary. 


My Love is blithe and buckſome, 
And tweet and tne a: cut be, 

Freſh and gay as the blow'rs in May, 
And looks like Fack-a-Daudy, 


And if f 
That 
I'll drin 
And d 


But it tl 
Il by 
"rl give 
And 
Her Pet 
Hier ( 
Lac'd u 
Juſt ] 
Her Wa 
With 
Her Sto 
And 
Her Sm 
And! 
Side anc 
ö To h 
Then to 
Whet 
And ſo 
In ſpi 
The Fic 
And f 
And w. 
Then 
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And if ſhe will not have me, 
That am ſo true a Lover, 
Ill drink my Wine, and ne'er repine, 
And down the Stairs I'll ſhoe her. 
But it that ſhe will love, Sir, 
I'll be as kind as may be, 
"rl give her Rings, and pretty things, 
And deck her like a Lady, 
ler Petticoat of Sattin, 
Her Gown ot Crimſon Tabby, 
Lac'd up betore, and fpang!'d o'er 
Juſt like a Bart hol me Baby, 
Her Waſtcoat ſhall be ſcarlet, 
With Ribbands ty'd together; 
Her Stockings ot a cloudy Blue, 
And hei Shoes ot Sp.miſh Leather. 
Her Smock of farſt Elland, 
And lac'd in every Quarter, 
Side and wide, and long enough 
To hang below her Garter. 
| Then to the Church 1*1] have her, 
Where we will wed together, 
And ſo come home when we have done, 
In ſpight of Wind and Wear'.er. 
The Fidlers ſhall attend us, 
And fiiſt play Jobn come kiſs me, | 
And when that we have danc'd around, 
| Then ſtrike up Hit or meſs me. 


* 


F 


1 
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Then hey for little Mary, 

*Tis ſhe I love alone, Sir, 
Let any Man do what he can, 

I will have her, or none, Sir. 


SONG XLI 
Retty Parrot ſay, when I was 2way, 
And in dull Ablence paſs'd the Day, 

What at home was doing: 

With Chat and Play 

We are gay 

Night and Day, 
Good Cheer and Mirth renewing; 


Singing, laughing all, like pretty pretty Poll. 


Was no Fop ſo rude, boldly to intrude, 


And like a faucy Lover wou'd 


Court and reaze my Lady: 
A thing you know, 
Made for Shew, 
Call'd a Beau, 
Near her was always ready; 
Ever at her Call, like pretty pretty Poll. 
Tell me with what Air he approach'd the Fair, 
And how ſhe con'd with Patience bear 
All ne did and utter'd: 
He ſtill addreſs'd, 
Still careſs'd, 
Kiis'd and preſs'd; 
Sung, pra::1'd, laugh'd and flutter'd; 


Well receiv'd ia all, Ike pretty pretty Poll. 


| 
| Did he 
[ Or did | 
CF Wal 
Th 

WI 
4 Spc 
1 
Was wi 
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| Did he go away, at the cloſe ot Day, 

+ Or did he ever uſe to ſtay 

„In a Corner dodging : 

ö The want ot Light, 


a When twas Night, 


air, 


5 Spoil'd my Sight; 

Zut I believe his Lodging | 5 
Was within her Call, like pretty pretty Po, 
: | | 


| 
i 


— 


— — 


SONG XLII. 


12 WAS when the Seas were roaring 
Wich hollow Blatts ot Wand, 

A Damſel lay deploring, 

| All on a Ro k reclin'd; 

| Wide o'er the tdaming Billows 

She caſt a wiſhtul Look, 

| Her Head was crown'd with Willows, 

That trembled o'er the Brook. 


| Twelve Months were gone aud over, 
And nine long tedious Days; 


| hee aidit thou, vent'rous Lover, 


Why dioſt thou truſt che Seas? 

| Ceaſe, ceaic then, cruel Ocean, 
And let my Lover reſt, 

Ah! what's thy troubled Motior. 

To rhat within my Breaſt? 

2 
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' 
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The Merchant robb'd of Treaſure, 


Views Tempeſts in Deſpair ; 


Bit what's the Loſs of Treaſure, 


To lofing of my Dear! 


Shou 'd you ſome Coaſt be laid on, 
Where Gold and Di'monds prov, 
You'd tind a richer Maiden, 


But none that loves you ſv, 


How can they ſay that Nature 
Hath nothing made in vain 3 
Why then bervearh the Water 
Do hideous Rocks remain? 
No Eyes thoic Rocks viicover, 
That luik beneath the Deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring Lover, 
And leave the Maid to weep. 


All melancholy lying, 
Taus wail'd ſhe for her Dear, 
Repaid each Blaſt with Sighing, 
Each Billow with a Tear: 


When o'er the wide Waves ſtooping, 


His floating Corps ſhe ipy'd; 
Then, iike a Lily drooping, 


She bow'd her Head, and dy'd. 


* 6 
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SONG XLIII. 
TOW ſevere is forgetful old Age, 
To confine a poor Lover ſo 
That I almoſt deſpair 
To ſee e'en the Air, 
Much more my dear Damon — hc 4, 
Tho' I whiſper my Sighs out alone, 
Yet I'm trac'd where-ever I go; 
For ſome treacherous Tree 
Hides this old Man from me, 
And there he courts ev'ry 
' How ſhall I this «Argus blind, 
And ſo put an End to my Woe ? 
But while 1 beguile 
All his Frowns with a Smile, 
I betray my ſelt with an hei bc, 


hey La. 


- 


5 


My Reſtraint then, alas! muſt endure, 
So that fince my ſad Doom I know, 
| I will pine for my Love, 
Like the Turtle-Dove, 
And breathe out my Lite in — hey ho, 


— — 


8 


Iberia's all my Thought and Dream, 
She's all my Pleaſure and my Pain; 
3 Libevia's all that 1 eſteem, 
And all 1 fear is ber Dildain. 
1 


— I» — 


Preſs the Srygian Lake to paſs. 
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Her Wit, her Humour, and her Face, 
Pleaſe beyond all 1 ielt before; 
Oh! why can't Jadmire her leſs, 
Or dear Liberia love me more ? 


Like Stars all other Femaie Charms 


Ne'et touch my Heart, but teaſt mine Eye, 


For ſhe's che only Sun that warms, 


With her alone I'd live and die. 
Immortal Pow rs, whoſe Work divine 

Inſpires my Soul with ſo much Love, 
Grant your Liberia may be mine, 

And then 1 ſhare your Joys above. 


— — 


SONG XLV. 
\ Hoſts of ev'ry Occupation, 
Ev'ry Rank, and ev'ry Nation, 
Some with Crimes all tou! and ſpotted, 


Here a Soldier roars like Thunder, 
Prates ot Wenches, Wine, and Plunder : 
Stateſmen here the Times accuſing : 
Poets Seuſe for Rhimes abuſing : 

Lawyers chatt'ring, | 

Courtiers flatt'ring, 

Bullies ranting, 

Tealots canting, 

Knaves and Fools of every Claſs 
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SONG XLVI. 
Man. H lovely Nymph !the World's on Fire: 
A Veil, veil thoſe cruel Eyes, 


Wom. The World may then in Flames expire, 
Aud boaſt that ſo it dies. 


Man. But when all Mortals are deſtroy'd, 

W tio then ſhall fing your Praiſe 
Wom. Thoſe who are fit to be employ'd, 

The Gods ſhall Altars raiſe. 


SONG XLVII. 
HUS Damon knock'd at Calia'; —_— N 
The Sign was ſo: | | 
She anſwer'd, No, 
No, no, no. 
Again he ſigh'd, again he pray'd; 
No, Damon, no, I am atraid; 
Couũder, Damon, I'm a Maid: 
Conſider, = 
No; | | | 
I'm a Maid, | 
No, &c. | | 
At laſt, his Sighs and Tears made way; 
She roſe, and ſoftly turn'd the Key: 
Come in, ſaid ſhe, but do not ay; 
I may conclude 
You will be rude, 
But it you are, you may. 
F 2 
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SONG XLII. 


1 Philoret and Celia met 
In an old ſhady Grove, 
The Nymph was coy, 
The amorous Boy 
Still GGgh'd, and talk'd of Love. 


He prais'd her Face, her Air, her Grace, 


Her lovely charming Mien, 
And ſwore ſhe was the brighteſt Lats 
That tripp'd it on the Green. 


Wich artful Tongue the Shepherd ſung, 


And told a melting Tale; 


Bur all his Art 
Cou'dn't touch her Heart, 
Nor all his Skill prevail. 
Th' inſulting Fair, with ſcornful Air, 
Still mock d the love - ſick Swain, 
And while he ſigh'd, 
She till reply'd, 


Sh'ad Pleaſure in his Pain. 
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SONG XLIX. 


8 1 beneath a Myrtle Shade lay muſing. 
| Sylvia the Fair, in mournful Sounds, 

' Venting her Grief, the Air thus wounds; 
O God of Love, ceaſe to torment me, 


Sen 
Wh 
Alouc 


of ENGL1SH SONGS. F3 


Send to my Aid ſome gemle Swain, 

Whole Balm apply'd, may caſe my Pain. 
Aloud I cry'd, and all the Grove reſounded ; 

Heavenly Nymph, complain no more, 

Love does thy wiſh't-r01 Peace reſtore ; 
Aud ſends a gentle Swain to eat thee, 


In whom a longing Maid may find 


A Balm to cure a love-ſi k Mind. 


She bluſh'd, and ſigh'd, and pulh'd the Med'cige 
trom her, 
Which till the more ncreas'd her Pain; 
Finding at length ſhe 1trove in vain, 
O Love, the cry'd, I muſt obey thee, 
Who can the raging Smart endure ? 
Then ſuck'd the Balm, and tound a Cure. 


SONG L. 
Oung Cupid one Day wily, 
With well diſſembled Art, 
Let fly an Arrow lily, 
And pierc'd me to the Heart: 


oy 


A while I ſizh'd, grew ſtupid; 


| But to quit Scores wich Crpzd, 


I tound a Way, which ſoon I'll try, 
Since Reaſon rakes my Part, 


Il ſteal away his ard, 
And ſweet Revenge purſue; 
| F a. 


A ſoſter and ſweeter did never wear String. 
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With Womens Hearts I'll head 'em, 
And then they'll ne'er fly true. 


SONG LL 
E Lads and ye Laſſes that live at Longlear, 
Where they ſay, there's no End ot good 
Drink and good Meat, 
Where the Poor fill their Bellies, the Rich receive 
Homour, 
80 great and ſo good is the Lord of the Manour, 


Ye Nymphs and ye Swains that inhabit the Place, | 


Give Ear co my Song of a Fiddle's hard Caſe ; 


For it 1s of a Fiddle, a ſweet Fiddle I fang, 


Melpomene, lend me the Aid of thy Art, 
Whilſt 1 the ſad Fate of this Fiddle impart ; 
For ncver had Fiddle a Fortune fo bad, 


Which ſhews the beſt things the wk Fortune 


have had. 


This Fiddle of Fiddles, when it came to be try'd, 4 
Was as ſweet as a Lark, and as ſott as a Bride: 


This Fiddle to ſee, and its Muſick to hear, 


Gave Delight to the Eye, while it raviſh'd the Ear. 


But ſuſt I muſt ſing of this Fiddle's Country, 
"Twas born and 'twas bred in fair Italy: 
Ina Town where a Marſhal of France had the hap 


 (Foriune de la guerre) to be caught in a T19p, 


lap. 
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And now, having ſung of this Fiddle's high Birth, 


I ſhould ſing ot the Fingers which made ſo muck 
Mirth; 

But Fingers ſo ſtrait, ſo ſwift, and ſo ſmall, 

Should be ſung by a Poet, oz not ſung at all, 


Tho' I am, God wot, but a poor Country Swain, 
And cannot indite in ſo lotty a Strain; 


So all I can ſay is to tell you once more, (tore. 


Such Hands and ſuch Fingers were ne'er ſeen be- 


Having ſung of the Fingers and Fiddle, I rrow, 
You'll hold it but meet I {hou'd ſing of the Bow; | 
The Bow 1: was Ebon, whole Virtue was ſuch, 
It wounded your Hearc, it your Ear it did touch. 


Cupid fain wou'd have chang'd with this Bow 
fora while; 

To which the coy Nymph thus reply d, wich 2 
Smile, 


My Bow is far better than yours, I appeal : 


Yours only can kill, mine can both kill and heal. 
This Fiddle and Bow, and its Muſick together, 


Wou'd make heavy Hearts as light as a Feather: 


But alas! when I ſhall its Cataſtrophe ſing, 
Your Heart it will bleed, and your Hands you 
will wring. 


This Fiddle was laid on a ſoft __ Chair, 

Taking all tor its F riends ics ſoft Mufick gid 
hear ; | 

When ſtrait there came in a huge maſcuiine Bum, 

I wiſh the Dc'il had it o make him a Drum. 
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Now Woe to the Bum tha! this Fiddle demoliſh'd, 
Tua has all om Mufti k and Paſtime abol'lh'd : 
May it never want Birch, to be ſwitch'd and be 
flash d, | 

May it ever be itching, and never be ſcratch'd. 


May it never break Wind in the Cholick ſo grie- 


vous, 
A Penance too ſmall tor a Crime ſo miſchicvous ; 
Ne'er fd a ſoft Culbion its Anguilh coenſe, 
While all this is too little my Wrath to appea ſe. 


Of other Bum-ſcrapes may it til] bear the Blame, 
Ne'er ſhew iis bare Face without Soriow or 
Shame 7 
May it nc'er mount on Horlſe- back without Loſs 
| ot Leather, 
Which brings me aimoſt tothe end of my Tether. 


And now, |. ft ſome Critick of deep Penetration, 
Shou'd attack our poor Ballad with „ Anno“ 
tation, 


The Fop muſt be told, without ſpeaking in Riddle, 


Ne mult firſt make a better, or kiſs my Bumfiddle · 


* 


SONG LII. 


I T H tuneſul Pipe and merry Glee, 
Young Jocky won my Heart; 
A blyther Loon you ne*er did fee, 
All Beauty wichout Art: 


bd, 


iddle, 
iddle : 
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His ſoothing Tale did ſoon prevail 


To gain my tond Beliet ; 


- Burt now the Swain roves o'er the Plain, 


And leaves me full of Grief. 


Young Femmy courts wich artful Song, 


Bur few regard his Moan ; 
The Laſſes about Fock y throng, 
And Femmy's left alone: 


In Aberdeen ſure ne'er was ſeen 
A Loon that gave ſuch Pain; 


He daily wooes, and ſtill purſues, 


Till he does all obtain. 


But ſoon as he hath gain'd the ys 


His wily Tongue beſure you ſhun, 


| 


| 


Bonny Molly, Moggy, Dolly, 


| * 
T 


Away the Loon doth run, 
And hardly will afford a Kiſs 
To filly me undone 2: 


Avoid my roving Swain; 


Or you, like me, will be undone. 


SONG Ll. 
within 2 Furlong of Edcnbroug b 


own, | 
In the roſie time of Year, when the Graſs was 
Bonny Focky, bliche and gay, 
Said to Fenny, making Hay, | 
Let us fic à little, Dear, and prattle. | 
Tis a ſultry Day. 


(downs 


— 
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He long had courted the black-brow'e Maid; 
But Focky was a Wag, and wou'd ne'er confer 
Which made her piſh and phoo, (to wed?” 
And cry it ne'er ſhall do; | | 
I canna, canna, canna, wonna, wonna buckle to, 


He told her Marriage was grown a meer Joke, 
. Aud that none wedded now, but the ſcoundrel folk. 


Vet, my Dear, thou ſhould'ſt prevail, Ns 
; But I know not what Jail, With 
I ſhall dream of Clogs, and filly Dogs Ar 
With Bottles at their Tail. 4 . 
But I'll give thee Gloves, and a Bongrace to wear, TY 
And a pretty Filly-foal to ride out and take the Aer 
If thou ne'er wilt pilh and phoo, (Air, ww 
: And cry it ne*er ſhall do, | Wn 
5 T canna, canna, Canna, Wonna, wonna buckle to, L = 
1 That you'll give me Trinkets, cry'd ſhe, I bel ier Ah! 
1 But ah! what in Return muſt your poor Fen * Death 
5 When my Maiden Treaſure's gone, (give | cold 
1 ; I muſt gang to London Town, 1 
F t And roar and rant, and patch and paint, | Falls 
8 And kiſs for half a Crown; u v 
ad Each drunken Bully oblige tor Pay, 5 
1 And earn an hated Living an odious tulſome way! = R 
No, no, it ne'er mall do, f 


For a Wite Il] be to you, 
Or I canna, canna, canna, wonna, wonna buckl 
to. 


id; 
onſe1 
wed? 


le to, ; 


ke, 
] tolk. 
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Ne . 
Rom roſie Bowers, where ſleeps the God o: 
Hicher ye lictle waiting Cupzds fly; (Love, 
Teach me in fot: mclodious Song to move, 
With tender Paſſion my lieat's darling Joy: 
Ah! let the Soul of Muli.k tune my Voice, 


To wen dear Strepbon, who my Soul enjoys, 


Or it more influencing 
Is to be brisk and airy, 


Wich a Step and a Bound, 


And a Frisk from the Ground, 
I'll trip iike any Fairy. 
As once on Ida dancing 
Were three celeſtial Bodies, 
With an Air and a Face, 
And 2 Shape and a Grace, 
P!] charm like Beauty's Goddeſs. 


Ah! ah! 'cis invain, 'tis all in vain, 

Death and Deſpair muſt end the fatal Pain 

Cold Deſpair, diſguis'd like Froſt and Snow and 
Rain, 

Falls on my Breaſt; bleak Winds in Tempeſts 

My Veins all ſhiver, and my Fingers glow, (blow, 

My Pulſe bears 2 dead March for ioſt Repoſe, 

And to a ſolid Lump of Ice my poor fond Heart is 
froze. 


Or ſay, ye Powers, my Peace to crown, 
Shall Ithaw my ſelf, or drown 
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Amongſt rhe toaming Billows, 
Increaling all with Tears 1 ſhed 

On BeJs of Ooze, and chryſtal Pillows, 
Lay down my love-fack Head. 


No, no, I'll ſtrait run mad, 

That ſoon my THeart will warm; 
When once the Senſe is fled, 

Love has no Pow'r to charm : 
Wild thro* the Woods I'll fly, 

Robes, Locks ſhall thus be tore, 
A thouſand Deaths 1']] die, 

Ere thus in yain adore. 


ps CET 


— — 


SONG LV. 
Rim King of the Ghoſts make haſte, 
1 And bring hither all your Train: 
See how the pale Moon do's waſte, 
And juſt now is in the Wain : 
Come ye Night-hags wich your Charms, 
And revelling Witches away, 
And hug me cloſe in your Arms, 
To you my Reſpects 1'l] pay. 


ED) 4 you, and think you fair, 


Since Love do's diſtract my Brain; 
I'll go, and 1'11 wed the Night-mare, 
And kiſs her, and kiſs her again; 
But if ſhe proves peeviſh and proud, 
A Pize on her Love, let her go; 


1 3 


2 


— —— 
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Ill ſeek me a winding Shroud, 

And down to the Shades below. 
A Lunacy 1 endure 

Since Reaſon departs away, 
I call to thoſe Hags for Cure, 

As knowing not What I ſay; 
The Beauty whom I adore, 

Now flights me with Scorn and Diſcain, 
I never ſhall ſee her more, 

Ah! how ſhall I bear my Pain® 
I ramble and range about, 
To find out my charming Saint, 
While ſhe at my Grief does flour, 

And laughs at my loud Complaint : 
Diſt ract ion I ſee is my Doom, 

Ot this I am too too ſure; 
A Rival is got in my Room, 

While Torments 1 endure. 
Strange Fancies do run in my Head, 

While, wandering in Deſpair, 
I am to the Deſart led, | 

ExpeQing to hind her there: 
Methinks in a ſpangled Cloud 

I ſee ber enthron'd on high, 
Then to her I cry aloud, 

And labour to reach the Sky. 
When thus I have rav'd awhile, 
And weary'd my ſelf in yaic, 

G 


61 


62 A Select Collection 
I lie on the barren Soil, 
And bitterly do complain; 
Till Slumbler hath qu ĩeted me, 
In Sorrow 1 figh and weep, 
The Clouds are my Canopy, 
To cover me while 1 ſleep. 
I dream that my charming Fair, 
Ts thenin my Rival's Bed, 
Whoſe Trefles ot golden Hair 
Are on the tair Pillow ſpread: 
Then this does my Paſhon inflame, 
I ſtart, and no longer can lie; 
Ah ! Cl via, art thou not to blame 
To ruin a Lover, Icry? 
Grim King of the Ghoſts, be true, 
And hurry me hence away, 
My languiſhing Lite io you 
A Tribute I treely pay; 
To th' Elyſian Shades I poſt, 
In Hopes to be freed irom Care, 
Where many a bleeding Ghoſt 


Is hovering in che Air. 
SONG LVI. 
Quit your Pipe and your Pot; 


Get home to your Stall and be doing: 


þ 
| 


go" — 


* Ae _— — — — 
. 


And 


To 


Anc 


She 


| 


—— vp * 
* 


And play with Edge-tools to your Ruin, 


9 
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You puzzle your Pate 
With Matters of State, 


He. Keep in that ſhrill Note, 
Or I' ram down your Throat 
This red-hot black Pipe I am ſmoaking; 
Thou Plague of my Life! 
Fhou Gipſy! thou Wife! 
ow dar'ſt thou thy Lord be provoking ? 
She, You riot and roar 
For Babylon's Whore, 
And give up your Bible and Pſalter: 
I pr'ythee, dear Kzr, 
Have a little more Wit, 
And keep thy Neck out of the Halter. 
He, Nay, pr'ythee, ſweet Juan, 
| Now let me alone 
To follow this Princely Vocation: 
I mean to be great, 
In ſpite of my Fate, 
And ſettle my ſelt and the Nat ion. | 
She. Go, go, you vile Sot! 
He. I matter thee not. 
She. Was ever poor Woman ſo ſlighted? 
He. "Thy Fortune is made ! 
She. Go follow your Trade. 
He, I tell chee, I mean to be knighted. 
She. A Whipping-Poſt Knight! 
He, Get out 1 my Sight! 
2 
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She, Thou Traytor, thou! mark thy (ad Ending, 


He, I'll new vamp the State; 
The Churct ell rranſlate * 


| Old Shoes are no more w rth the mending. 


SONG Len. 


E Nymphs, who frequent thoſe ſweet Plains, 
Where Thame's gentle Current doth glide; 


Who, whilom, have heard my glad Strains, 
Nor grateful Attention deny'd: 

With Pity, ye Fair, oh! reflect 
On the cruel Reſerve of my Fate! 


See Conſtancy paid with Neglect, 


And Fondneſs rewarded with Hate! 


How joyous and gay was each Hour, 
How wing 'd with ſoft Piea ſure they fled ; 
Ere ſhipwreck'd on Humber's dull Shore, 
By Love my poor Heart was berray'd : 
For there the Deceiver doth dwell, - 
Whoſe Charms have ſo long been my Theme; 


In Beauty the Maid doth excel, 


But is fickle and wild as the Stream. 


If averſe to my Courtſhip at firſt, 

She had check'd my fond infant Deſire, 
Her Coldneſs had left me leſs curſt, 

And, perhaps, had extinguiſh'd my Fire 
Bur a thouſand falſe Arts ſhe employ's, 

(Tngenious and wauton in III) 


ding, 


: | 
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The Paſſion ſhe nurs'd, the deſtroy'd, 

And only created to kill, 
Yet tho' ſhe delights ii. my Smart, 

Tho! ſhe robs me 5! ail I held dear, 
Revenge is below 2 brave Heart, 

I wiſh her 2 Lot leſs ſevere: | 
May the Swain ſhe ſhall crown witi Sucres.. 

By his Kindneſs deſerye to be pri:'d ; 
Twou'd double, methinks, my Diſtreſs, 

At laſt to ſee her too deſpꝭs d 


— ——____ — — 


8 O N G LVIII. 
Aſte, my Rain-deer, and let u-. 1:mbly go 
Our am*rous Journey tio' tnis dre ac 
Waſte: 
Haſte, my Rain- deer, ſtill, ſtill thou art 159 Now, f 
Impetuous Love demands the Lightning's Haſte | 
! 


Around us far the ruſhy Moors are ſpread - 
Soon will the Sun withdraw its char Per 
Darling and tir'd we {hall the Marſhes cre: ©, 
No Lay unſung to cheat the tedious Way. 


Tue war'ry Length of theſe un joyous Moor: | 
Does all the fiow*ry Meadows Pride excel, 
Taro' theſe I fly ro her my Soul adores; 
Ye flow'ry Mcadow's, empty Pride! farewel. 


—ͤ— — — 


Lich Moment trom the Charmer I'm confin'd, 
iy PreaRt is torrur'd wich imparient Fires: 


— 
1 
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Fly, my Rain-deer, fly ſwifterthan the Wind, 
Thy tardy Feet wing with my herce Deſires. 


pur pleaſing Toil will then be ſoon o'er-paid, 

And thou, in Wonder loſt, ſhalt view the Fair, * | 

Admire each Feature of the lovely Maid, | - 
fler artleſs Charms, her Bloom, her ſprightly | 


Air. 


gu: lo! with graceful Motion there ſhe ſwims, | 
Gently removing each ambitious Wave; 

The crowding Waves tranſported claſp her Limbs: | 
When, when, oh when ſhall I ſuch Freedom 


have? | 
oy Leav 
in vain, yon envious Streams, ſo faſt ye flow, To 
To hide her from a Lover's ardent Gaze : | Then 
From ev*ry Touch yon more tranſparent grow, | Some 
And all revea!'d the beauteous Wanton plays. 1 Ar 
SONG LIX. | 8 
i HLOE be kind, no more perplex me, Of w 
I Slight not my Love at ſuch à Rate; By 


Should 1 your Scorn return, twou'd vex ye, 
Love much abus'd will turn to Hate. 


now can you, lovely charming Creature, 
Put on the Look of cold Diſda in | 
Women were firſt deſign'd by Nature 
To give a Pleaſure, no: a Pair * | 


es | 


SomeW idgeon to catch, then look on their Watch, 


Then Coffee and Tea, both Green and Bohea, i 
Are ſerv'd to their Table in Plate; * 
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Kindneſs creates a Flame that's laſting, 
When other Charms are fled away 
Think on the Time we now are waſting, 
Throw off thoſe Frowns, and Love obey. 


m—_ 


SONG LX. 


WW" you chuſe a Wife, for a happy Lite, 


Leave the Court and the Country take; 
Where Dolly and Sue, young Molly and Prue, 
Follow Roger and John, whilſt Harveſt goes on, 
And merrily, merrily rake. 


Leave the London Dames, be i: ſpoke to their 
To lig in their Beds till Noon: (Shame, 
Then get up and ſtretch, then paint too, and patch, 


And wonder they roſe up ſo ſoon, 


Where their Tattles do run, as ſwitt as the Sun, 
Of what they have won, and who is undone, 
By their Gaming and farting up late. 


a 

F 

ö 
The Laſs give me heie, tho' brown as my Beer, | | | 


That knows how r govern her 11oute; | 
That can milk her Cow, or farrow her Sow, | 
Make Butter or Cheeſe, or gather green Peaſe 

And values fine Clothes no: a Louſe, 
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This, this is the Girl, worth Rubies and Pear!, 
This the Wite that will make « Man rich: 


We Gentlemen need no Quality Breed, 
To {quander away what Taxes wou'd pay; 
In troth, we care tor none ſuch. 


SONG LXI. 
Au! whither, whither ſhall I fly, 
A poor unhappy Maid? 


To hopeleſs Love and Mitery 


By my own Heart berray'd: 

Not by Alexis Eyes undone, 

Nor by his charming faithleſs Tongue, 
Or any practis'd Art : 

Fuch real Ills may hope a Cure, 

But the ſad Pains which I eydure, 
Proceed from iancy'd Smart. 


'Twas Fancy gare Alexis Charms, 

Ere I behcid his Face: 

Kind Fancy then could fold our Arms, 

And form a ſoft Embrace: 

But fince I've ſeen the real Swain, 
And try'd to fancy him again, 

I'm by my Fancy taught, | 
Tho? 'tis a Bliſs no Tongue can tell, 
To have A cxis, yet tis gell 

Toe have him but in Thouglit. 
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SONG LXII. 
ANTHE the lovely, the Joy of her Swain, 

By Iphis was lov'd, and lov'd Tpbzs again; 
She liv'd in the Youth, and the Youth in the Fair, 
Their Pleaſure was equal, and equal their Care; 
NoTime, no Enjoyment, their Dorage withdrew, 
But the longer they liv'd, ſtill the onder they grew. 


A Paſhon ſo happy alarm'd all the Flain, 


Some envy'd the Nymph, but more envy'd the 


Swain. 


Some ſwore twould be Pity their Loves to invade, 


That the Lovers alone for each other were made; | 
But all, all conſented, that none ever knew | 


A Nytmph yet ſo kind, or a Shepherd fo true. 


Love ſaw them with Pleaſure, aud vow'd to take 
Care OD 
Of the faithful, the tender, the innocent Pair; 


What either did want, he bid either to move, 


But they wanted nothing, bur ever to love ; 


| Said*twas all that to bleſs em his Godhead cou'd 


do, 


| Thar they Rill migh: bo kind, and they ſtill might 


be true. 


SONG LXIII. 
HE Groves, the Plains, 
The Nymphs, and Swa ins, 
The Silver Stream, and cool ing Shade, 
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All, all declare how faiſe you are, 
How many Hearts you have betray'd. 
Diilembler go, 
Too well 1 know 
Your fatal, talſe, deluding Art; 
To every ſhe, as well as me, 
You make an Off ring of your Heart. 


2 


SONG LXIV. 
| N Bclvidera's Boſom lying, 


Wilhing, panting, fighing, dying, 


The cold, regardleſs Maid ro move, 
With unavailing Pray'rs I ſuc : 

* You firtt have taught me how to love, 
* Ah, teach me to be happy too 


But ſhe, alas! unkindly wiſe, 
To all my Sighs and Tears replies, 
„ »Tis ev'ry prudent Maid's Concern, 
« Her Lover's Fondneſs to improve; 
* It to be happy you ſhall learn, 
« You quickly would forget to love. 


. SONG LXV. 
| Oung 1 am, and yet unsk ill'd 
How to make a Lover yield: 
How to keep, or how to gain; 
When to love, and when to feign. 


oY 
Take me 
While 1 
Ere I ca 
Heave im 


Stay not 
How to 


He that 


For I m 


Could 1 
Full of I 
Brisk, a 
I ſhou'd 


O : 
I 
There's | 
As tha 
We're jv 
Or Ve 
We {wes 
Aud c. 


I gam'd, 

And a 
I rov'd 7 
But 1 
This wa 
I'm m 


© 
— 5 - 
„ 2 


| 
| 
| 


[ 


| 
1 


; 
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Take me, take me, ſome of you, 
While 1 yet am young and tive; 

Ere I can my Soul diſguiie, 

Heave wy Breaſts, and roul my Eyc: . 
Stay not till I learn che Way, 

How to lie and to betray . 


He that has me ft is bleſt, 


For 1 may deceive the reſt, 


Could 1 find a blooming Youta, 


Full of Love, and tull of Truth; 
Brisk, and of a janty Mien, 
I ſhou'd long to be Fliteen. 


SONG LXVL 

F all the imple things we do | 

To rub over 2 whimſt. al Lite, 
There's no one Folly is ſo true 

As that very bad Bargain 2 Wife: 
We're juſt Ike a Mouſe in a Trap, 

Or Vermin caught in a Ginn, 
We ſwea. aid trer, and try to eſcape, 

Aud curie the iad Hour we came in. 


I gam'd, and draik, and play'd the Foo, 
And a Thoutand mad Froticks more; 
I rov'd and rang'd, deſpis'd all Rule, 
But I never was marry'd before: 


This was the worſt Plague cou'd enſue. 


I'm mew'd in a ſmoaky Houſe; 
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I us'd to rope a Bottle or two, 
Bu: now *cis ſmall Bear wich my Spou ſe 


My darling Freedom crown'd my Joys, 
And IT never was vex'd in my Way; 
It now I croſs her Will, her Voice 
Makes my Lodging too hot tor my Stay : 
Like à Fox that is hamper'd, in vain 
I fret at my Heart and Soul; | 
Walk to aud fro the Length of my Chain, 
Then am forc'd to creep into my Hole. 


re 


SONG LXVII. 
Ere's to thee, my Boy, 
My Darling, my Joy, 
For a Toper I love as my Liſe; 
Who ne'er baulks his Glaſs, 
Nor cries, like an Aſs, 
To go home to his Miſtreſs or Wife : 


But heartily quaffs, 
Sings Catches, and laughs, 
All the Night be looks jovial and gay; 
When Morning appears, | 
Then humeward he ſteers, 
To ſnore out the reſt of the Day. 


He feels not the Cares, 
The Griefs, or the Fears, 
That the ſober too often attend; 


Nor 
Diſt! 
Save thi 


E“ 
11 


Many Y 
May! 
Let Wr. 
Let eve 
Ne 
Wi 
Here's 3 
Tis not 
That 
Let him 
Ze im 
Tis thi: 
His Heal 
The 
No 


Here's a 


Wen 2 
Wich 
Their dr. 

And di 
What M. 
Ven ne 
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Nor knows he a Loſs, 
Diſt urbance, or Cros, 
Save the Want ot his Boiille aud Friend. 


= 


8 ON GG LXAVIII. 
Very Man take a Glais in his Hand, | 

E Aud drink a pood Ficaith to our King : 
Many Years may lie fule o'er this Land, 

May his Laurels tor cver freſh ſpring ; 
Let Wrangling and Jangling ſtraitway ceaſe, 
Le: every Man ſtrive tor his Country's Peace; 
Neither Tory nor Whigg 
With their Parties look big; 
Here's a Healch to all honeſt Men. 


Tis not owning 2 whimſicai Name 
| That proves 2 Man loyal and juſt ; 
Let him fight tor his Country's Fame, 
Be impartial at home, it in Truſt: 
Tis this that proves him an honeſt Soul, 
His Health we will drink in a brim- ſull Bow! 2 
| Then leave off all Debate, 
No Contuſion create; 
Here's a Health to all hone Men. 


; Wien a Company's honeſtly met, 
Wich Intent 10 be merry and gay, 
T hear drooping Souls for ro whet, 
And drown the Fang ues ot the Day; 
What Madneſs it is thus to diſpute, 
| Ven neither Side can his Man conſute + 
| 11 


— 


{ 


— pn — = 
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Here's a Health to all honeſt Men. 


But, by Fove, it you chance to prove cruel, 
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When you've ſaid what you dare, 
You're but juſt where you were; 


Here's a Health to all honeſt Men. = 


Then agree, raſh Britons, agree, 

And ne'er quarrel about a Nick-Name: 
Let your Enemies trembling ſee 

That an Englzſhman's always the ſame * 
For our King, our Church, our Laws, and Right, 


Let's lay by all Feuds, and trait unite ; 


Then who need care a Fig 


Who's Tory or Whigg ; \ 


— — Cc — 


Ome, fair one, be kind, 
You never ſhall find 
A Fellow ſo fit for a Lover 3 
The World ſhall view 
My Paſhon tor you, 
But never my Paſhon diſcover, 
I ill will complain 
Of Frowns and Diſdain, | 
Tho” I revel thro? all your Charms; 
The World ſhall declare 
1 die with De ſpair, 1 
When only I die in your Arms. | 
I till will adore, 
Love you more and more; 


Light, 
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I'll get me a Miſs, 
That treely will kiſs ; 
Tho? after I drink Water-gruel. 


nr 


SONG LXX. 


SHEPHERD. 
OW bleſt are Shepherds, how napy their 
Laſſes, 
While Drums and Trumpets are founding 
Alarms! 
Over our lowly Sheds all the Storm paſſes ; 

And when we die, tis in each other's Arms. 
All the Day on our Herds, and Fiocks employing : 
All the Night on our Flutes and enjoying. 

Chor. All the Day, Sc. 


Bright Nymphs of Britain, with Graces attended, 


Let not your Days without Pleaſure expire; 


Honour's but empty, and when Youth is enced, 


All Men will praiſe you, but none will deſire. 
Let not Youth fly away withou: conteating z 


Age will come time enough for your repeating, 


chor. Let not Youth, &c, 


SHEPHERDESS. 
Shepherd, Shepherd, leave decoying, 
Pipes are ſweer, a Summer's Day; 
Bu: a little after toy ing, 
Women have the Shot ro pay. 
11 2 
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Here are Marriage- Vows for figning ; 
Set their Marks that cannot write: 
After that, without repining, 
Play and welcome, Day and Night. 
CHORUS of all. 


Come, Shepherds, Lead up « lively Meaſure ; 


The Cares of Wedlock are Cares of Pleaſure . 


Gur whether Mar, it b, ings Jy or Sorror, 


Fake ſure of this Day, an hang to-morror, 


.. SON G LXXI. 
co to the Flyfian Shade, 
W here Sorrow ne'er ſhall wound me; 
Where nothing ſhall my Reſt invade, 
But Joy {hall Rill ſurround me, 


7 fly from cælia's cold Diſdain, 
From her Diſdain 1 fly; 

She is the Cauſe oſ all my Pain 
For her alone I die. 


Her Eyes are brighter than the Mid-day Sun, 

When he but halt his radiant Courſe has run; 
When his Meridian Glories gaily ſhine, 

And gild all Nature with a Warmth divine, 


Sce yonder River's flowing Tide, 
Which now ſo full appears; 

Thoſe Streams that do ſo twiftly glide, 
Are nothing bu: my Tears. 


There h 
And cur 
Sto! 


Then, li 


I've dra 


Pit 
VE 
Cover m 
Iſcorch 
Fu 
Qu 


Jo the 
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There have I wept, till I could weep no more, 
And curſt mine Eyes when they have ſhed their 
Store 3 | 
Then, like the Clouds that rob the azure Main, 
T've drain'd the Flood, to weep it back age io. 


Pity my Pains, 
Le gentle Swains ; 
Cover me with Ice and Snow ; 
Iſcorch, I burn, I lame, I g!o1y, 
Fur ies, tear me, | 
Quickly bear me | 
T'o the diſmal Shades below : 
Where yelling and aowling, 
Aud grumbling and growling, 
Strike our Ears with horrid Woe. 


Hiſſing Snakes, 

Fiery Lakes, 
Would be a Pleaſure and Cure: 

Not all the Hells 

Where Plato dwells, 
Can give ſuch Pains as I endure, 
To ſome peacetul Plain convey me, 
On a moſly Cai pet lay me, 
Fan me with ambroſial Breeze; 
Let me die, and ſo have Eaſe. 


* 
I] 2 


— 


2 
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SONG LXXII. 


F any ſo wile is, 


Let him drink his ſmall Beer, and be ſober. 


That Sack he deſpiſes, 


Whilſt we drink Wine and ſing, 
As it it were Spring, 


ze ſhall droop like the Trees in Cd obe, 


Bu: be ſure over Night, 
It this Dog du you bite, 


ou take it hencetor:h for a Warp, 


Soon as out of your Bed, 
To ſettle your Head, 


"ikea Hair of his Tail in the Morning. 


And not be ſo ſilly, 
To ſollow cid Lilly, 


or there's nothing but Wine that can :une g, 


Let his ne aſſueſc; 
De put in his Cap-caſe, 
and ſing bab to vinum ju 


—ä— — 


SONG LXXII. 


OM E all ys jolly Bacchanal e, 


Tha: love to tape gocd Win, 
Tet us offer up a logſhead 


Unto our Maſter's Shrine. 


5 1 221] vou the Reaon w. 


Then ler us drink, and never thin 


7 


nei 
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Tis a great Sin to leave a Houſe, 
Till we've drank the Cellar dry. 


79 


In Times of old I was a Fool, 
I drank the Water clear ; 

But Bacchus took me from that Rule, 
He though: cs too ſcvere. 


He fll'd a Gobier to the Prim, 
And bade m2 take a Sup; 

But had it been a Gallon Pot, 
By Jove, I'd to: it up. 


And ever ſince that happy Time, 
Good Wine has been my Cheer, 

Now nothing puts ms in a Swoon, 
But Water or {mall Beer. 


Then let us tope about, my Boys, | 
And never flinck nor fly, Th | i 
But fill our Skins brim- full of Wine, 
And drein the Bottles dry. 


S O.N G L. XXIV. 
Mint as, tha: true-hearted Su ain, 
Upon a River's Pank was aid, 
Where to tlic pitying Streams he did complain 
Gt Silvia, that falſe charming Maid ; 
it ſhe was itil regardleſs of his Pain: 
Oh taithlel- CA! would he cry, 
ud Wat ae ſaid, the Eccho's would repl, 
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« Be kind, or elſe I die. E. I die. 
« Be kind, or elſe I die. E. I die. 


A Shower of Tears his Eyes let fall, 
Which in the River made Impreſs, 
Then figh'd, aud S:Þvia falle again wou'd call; 
Ah! crucl faithleſs Shepherdeis, 
1; Love, with you, become a Crimina! ? 
Ah! lay aſide this needleſs Scorn, 
Allow your poor Adorer ſome Return, 
** Confader how I burn. I. I burn, 
Conſider, &c. | 


Thoſe Smiles and Kifles which yon gave, 
Remember, Sil via, are my Due; 
Aud all the Joys my Rival does receive, 
He raviſhes from me, not you. 7 
Ah! Silvia, can I live and this believe? 
Inſenſibles are touch'd to ſee ü 
My Larguiſhments, and ieem to pity me. 
* Which I demand of thee, E. Of thee. 
* Which I demand, G. 


———_— 


SONG LXXV. 

Hat State of Lite can be ſo bleſt, 
As Love, that warms a Lover's Breaſt 
Two Souls in one, the ſame Deſire 
To grant the Bliſs, and to require: 

But if in Heav'a & Fell we ting, 


'Tis all 
O Feal 
Thou T 
Tbon 
All oth 
Serve t. 
In Abſe 
Sweet 
But 2 
To ſet 
From 
0 Feal 


Falſe in 


Some ſe 


Thou 2 
The Fi 
All To: 
In only 


8 0 Feal 
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'Tis all from thee, 
O Fealouſie / 
Thou Tyrant, Tyrant Fealoufis, 
| Thou Ty- ant of the Mind 
All other Ills, tho“ harp hs prove, 
Serve to reſine and per ect Love: 
In Abſence, or unkind Diſda in, 
Sweet Hope relieves the Lover's Pain: 
But ah, no Cure bu: Drach we find, 
To ſet us free 
From jealouſie: 


O Fealouſie &c, 


Falſe in thy Glaſs all Objects are, 


Some ſer too near, and ſome too far, 


Thou art the Fire of endleſs Night, 

The Fire that burns, and gives no Lig... 
All Torments of the damn'd we find 

In only thee, 


0 Fealouſie &c. 


SONG LXXVI. 
Here is one dark and ſullen Hour 
Which Fate decrees our Lives ſhould hw 
Elſe we ſhould light th' a mighty Pow'1, 
Wrapt in the Joy we had below: 
'Tis paſt, dear Cynthia, now let Frowns be Sone, 


A long, long Penance I have done, 


For Crimes, alas! to me unknown. 
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In each ſoft Hour of fiient Night 
Your Image in my Dream appears, 
I graſp the Soul ot my De hr, 
Slumber in Joys, but wake in Tears, 
Ah! fa ĩthleis, charming Saint, what will you 40? 
Let me no: think I am by you 
Lov'd leſs for being true. 


SONG LXXVII. 


N Country Quarters ſtill confin'd, 
From Bcrmzck I do write; 
Why can't ry Body, like my Mind, 
To Cl via take its Flight? 
Oh, Sil via, if 2a Wiſh cou'd do, 
My Soul ſhould quarter ſoon with you, 


Whilſt 1 tay here, my love-ſick Heart 
Wirth you is left behind; 

Alas! why ſhould our Bodies part, 
Since both our Souls are join'd? 

My Body ro my Prince is due, 

My Soul its Orders takes from you, 


My blooming Hopes of ſeeing you 
Are wicher'd in their Prime; 
Conſinꝰd ro ſtay for a Review; 
Oh, Why was this the Time! 
For what's à dull Review to me, 
If Silvia is not chere ro fee, 


ou do? 
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When heavy Beat of dull Tatoo 
Command; due Soldier home, 
The Hopes I have to dream on you 
Gives Mulick to the Drum: 
Next Morning with the Reveille, 

I only wake to think on thee. 


SONG LXXVIII. 
Emember, Damon, you dic tell, 
In Chaſtity you lov'd me well; 
But now, alas! I am undone, 
And here am left ro make my Moan. 


To doleful Shades I will remove, 

Since I'm deſpis'd by him I love, 
Where poor forſaken Nymphs are ſcen 
In lonely Walks of Willow green. 
Upon my Dear's deluding Tongue, 
Such ſoft perſuaſive Language hung, 


That when his Words had Silence broke, 


You wou'd have thought an Angel ſpok<, 
Too happy Nymph, whoe'er ſhe be, 
That now enjoys my charming he ; 

For, oh! I fear it, to my Coſt, 

She's found the Heart chat I have loſt, 
Beneath the faireſt Flow'r on Earth, 

A Snake may hide, or take its Birth: 
So his falſe Breaſt, conceal it did, 

His Heart, the Snake that there lay hid. 


LH 
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"Tis talſe, who ſays we happy are, 
Since Men delight ou Hearts i' enſuare? 
Iu Man no Woman can be bleſt, 

Theil Vows are wind, their L. ve's a I:K. 
Ye Gods, in Pity tomy Griet, 

Send me my Damn, or Relict ? 

Return that wie dciicious Buy, 

Whom once ] thiovght my Spring of Joy. 
Nut whi:ſt I'm bepging of this Bliſs, 
Methinks I hear you aniwer this, 

eben Damen has enjoy'd, he flies; 


Who ſees him, loves; who loves him, dies. 


There's not a Bud that haunts this Grove, 
But is a Witnels oi my Love; 
Eccho repeats wy plaintive Mans, 


The Waters imitate my Groans, 


The Trees their bending Bows recline, 


And droop their Heads, as 1 do mine. 


— 


SONG LXXIX. 


O Beauty devoted, 
Exp cting, deſiring, 

With Paſlion expiring, 

T ſerve the blind Boy: 
Yet ever contented 
Jo eaſy the Chain is, 
Jo p'cafing the Pain is, 
eie him vith Top 


Come 
Whil: 
Thou 

W 
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SONG LXXX. 
T Noon in a ſun- ſuiny Day, 
The brighter Lady of the AIs, 
Young Chlorzs, innocent aud gay, 
Sat knotting in a Shade. 


Each ſlender Finger play d its Par! 

With ſuch Activity and Art, 

As would inflame a youthful Heart, 
And warm the moſt decay'd. 


Aer fav'rite Swain by chance came by, 
He ſaw no Anger in her Eye; 

Yer when the baſhful Boy drew nigh, 
| She wou'd have ſeem'd afraid. 


She let her Ivory Needle fall, 

And hurl'd away the twiſted Ball: 

But ſtrait gave Strephon ſuch a Call 
As wou'd have rais'd the Dead. 


Dear gentle Youth, is'r none but thee ? 
With Innocence I dare be tree : 
By fo much Truth and Modeſt p 

No Nymph was e'er betray d. 


Come, lean thy Head upon my Lap, 


While thy ſmooth Cheeks I ſtroke aud clay, 


Thou may'ſt ſecurely take a Nap : 
Wnich be, poor Fool, obey 'd. 
= 
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She ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſnore, 


Aud found him taſt aſleep all o'er: 


She ſigh'd, aud could endure no more, 
But ſtarting up, (he ſaid, | 


Such Virtuc ſhall rewarded be; 

For this thy dull Fidelity, 

I'll cruſt thee with my Flocks, not me: 
Purſue thy grazing Trade. 


| Go, milk thy Goats, and ſhear thy Sheep, 


And watch all Night thy Hecks to keep 
Thou {halt no more be lull'd aflecp 
By me, mittaken Maid. 


— 


Rom grave Le ſſons and Reſtraint, 
I'm ſtole out to revel here, 


Yer Itremble and 1 pant, 


In the Middle ot the Fair, 


Oh! wou'd Fortune in my Way 
Throw a Lover kind and gay,. 
Now's the Time he ſoon may move 
A young Heart, unus'd to Love. 
Shall 1 venturc? no, no, no; 

Shall I trom the Danger go 

Oh! no, no, no, no, no; 

z uſt not try, 1 cannot fly, 

Z mult not, duiſt not, cannot fly, 


SONG Ann 


Help n 
Why { 
If a I. 
Like t 
I will 
Ii he's 
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Help me, Nature, he:p me, Art; | | 
Why ſhould 1 deny my Hear: ? 
If a Lover will purſue, 
Like the wileſt let me do, 
Iwill fit him i: he's tiue, 
If he's tale I i] fit Lim too. 


SONG LXXXII. 
5 Woe: Fate to me Belinda give, 
With her alone I'd chuſe to iiv2, 

Nor with her could 1 more require, 
Nor a greater Bliſs deſire. | 
My charming Nymph, if you can find, 
Amongſt che Race of human Kind, 
A Man that loves you more than I, 
Pl] reſigi you, tho? 1 die. | 

Let my Belinda fill my Arms, 
With all her Beautigs, all her Charms, 


With Scorn and Pity I'd look down 
On the Glories of a Crown. 


— 


n 


SONG LXXXII. 
Mas on a River's verdant Side, 
About the cloſe ot Day, 
A dying Swan wich Muſick try'd 
To cha ſe her Cares away: 


C2 
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And tho? ſhe ne'er had ftrain'd her Throat, 


Or tun'd her Voice before, 
Death, raviſh'd with ſo ſweer 2 Note, 
A while the Stroke forbore. 
Farewel, ſhe cry'd, ye ſilver Streams, 
: Te purling Waves, adieu, 
Where Phabas us'd to dart his n. 
Aud bleſt both me and you. 
Farewel, ye tender whiltling Reeds, 
Soft Scenes of happy Love; 
Farewel, ye bright enamell'd Meads, 
Where I was wont to rove: 


With you I muſt no more converſe 2 
Look, yonder ſetting Sun 


_ Waits, while I theſe laſt Notes rehearſe, 


And then he muſt be gone, 


Mourn not, my kind and conſtant Mate, 
We'll meer again below : 

It is che kind Decree of Fate, 
And I with Pleaſure go. 


While thus ſhe ſung, upon a Tree 
Within th* adjacent Wood, 

To hear her mournful Melody, 
A Stork attentive ſtood: 


From whence, thus to the Swan ſhe ſpoke : 


What mcans this Song of Joy? 
Is it, fond Fool, ſo kind a Stroke, 
That does thy Life deſtroy? 


2 — 


2. 2 end 


9 —— 


— — 


0 
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; Turn back, deluded Bird, and tiy 
1 To keep tn fleeting Breath ; 
| It is a diſmal thing to die; 

And Pleaſure ends in Dea: n, 
Baſe Stork, the Swan reply'd, vive o o'er. 

Thy Aiguments are vain; 
If atter Death we are no more, 

vet we are tiee from Pain. 


Baut there are ſo: Flyſtun Shades, 
0 And Bow'rs of kind Repoſe, 
Where never any Storm invades, 
Nor Tempeſt ever blows. 
There in cool Streams, and ſhady Woozs, 
Fl] ſport the Time a way; 
Or, (wimming down the chryſtal Flood: 1 
Among young Halcyons play. 
Then pi'ythee ceaſe, or tell me why 
I have ſuch Cauie to grieve, 
Since i's a Happiness to die, 
And it's 2 Pain to live. 
| 1 
: SONG LXXXIV. 
Right was the ?{o1wing. cool wis the Ai,, 
Serene was all the Skie, 
Waen on zhe Waves I left my Dear, 
The Cemer of ny iy; 
Heaven and Nature imiling were, 
Aud nothing fi bug 1, 


3 
2-3 


. 


12 
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Each roſie Field did Odours ſpread, 
All fragrant was the Shore; 
Each River-God roſe from his Bed, 
And ſigh'd, and own'd her Pow'r ; | 
Curling Lheir Waves they deck'd their Heads, 
As proud of what they bore. 


Io when the fair Egyptian Queen 
Her Heroe went to ſee, 

C74nus ſwell'd o'er her Banks with Pride, 
As much in Love as he. | 


Slide on, ye Waters, bear theſe Lines, 
And rel] her how diſtreſs'd; 

Dear ai] my Sighs, ye gentle Winds, 
And watt 'em to her Breaſt : 

Tell her, it e'er ſhe proves unkind, 
I never ſhall have Reſt. | 


—— — __ 


SONG LXXXV. 
PEL me, tell me, charming Creature, 
Will you never eaſe my Pain 
Muſt T die for ev*ry Feature? 
Mult I always love in vai: ? 


The Deſire of Admiration 
Is the Pleaſure you purſue; 
”;*ythee try 2 laſting Paſſior, 
Such a Love as mine tor you. 
Tears and fighing could not moye v0. 
"7-2 Lover ought 10 dzre: 


— — — — — — 


— — 


—_— 
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Conque 
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Tour d 
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Pray c 
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| When plainiy told I lov'd you, 

| Then you ſaid I went too far. 

Are ſuch giddy Ways beſeeming ? 
Will my Dear be tickle till? 

| Conqueſt is the Joy of Women, 

fe Let their Slaves be what they wil. 


Your Neglect with Torment fills me, 
And my deſperate Thougnts increaſe ; 
Pray conſider, it you kill me, 
Lou will have a Lover leſs, 
It your wand' ing Heart is beating 
For new Lovers, let it be: 
But, when you have done coquet: ing, 
Name a Day, and fix on me. 


— — — —— = 8 


SONG LXXXVI. 
R'ythee fill me the Glaſs, 
| Till it laughs in my Face, 
With Ale tha: is potent and mellow : 
| He that whines tor a Laß, 
Is an 1gnoraat Als, | 
For a Bumper has not its Fellow. 


SONG ILXXXVI. 
** twice ten hundred Deities, 
To whom we daily ſacriſice; 
Ye Fow'rs that dwell with Fates below., 
And fee what Men are doom'd to 22; 


— — — ĩᷣ— L — — * ab 4 
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Where Elements in Diicord dwell, 
Thou God ot Sleep, artſe, and tell, 
Tell great Zempoalla what ſtrange Fate 

Muſt on her diſmal Viſion wait, 


By the croaking of the Toad, 
In their Caves that make abode ; 
Earthly Dun chat pants tor Breath, 
With her ſwell'd Sides full ot Death; 
By the creſted Adder's Pr ide, 
That along the Cliffs do glide; 
By thy Vilage fierce aud black; 
By the Deacti's-!lead on thy Back; 
By the twilted Serpents, pluc'd 
For a Girdle round thy Waſte; 
By the Hearts ot Gold, that deck 
Thy Brealts, thy Shoulders, and thy Neck: 
From thy fleepy Manſion riſe, 
And open thy unwilling Eyes; 
While bubbling Springs their Auſtek keep, 
That uſe to lu. ches in iliy Sleep. 


— —_—Y T 


. 7 „NI 
SON A LXXXVIII. 
pl, Cod of ple ating Auguiſnh, 
© Teach th“ cramour'd Swain to languith, 
Teach him son Plies to know, 
Heroes would be ioft in Stoty, 
Did not Love tatpire their Glory; 
Love does al nate gel: Helow. 


-» — — — — 


— — = 


— I _— — = 3 


That he's able next Morning to light us. 
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o drink and we'll never have done, Boys, 
W put the Glaſs then round with the Sun, 
Let Apoliv's Example invite us; LBoys, 

For he's drunk ev'ry Night, | 
And that makes him ſo bright, 


SONG XC. 


12 blow, Boreas, blow, and let thy furl? 
Winds | | 


Make the Billows foam and roar 3 
Thou canſt no Terror breed in valiant Minds, 
But ſpight of thee we'll ive and find a Shore. 


Then chear, my Hearts, and be not aw'd, 

But keep the Gun-room clear : 
Tho'Hell's broke looſe, and the Devils roar abroad; 
| Whilſt we have Sea-room here, Boys, never fear. 


Hey | how ſhe toſſes up, how far! 
The mounting Top-matt rouch'd a Star; 


The Meteors blaz'd as thro'the Clouds we came; 


And, lamander-like, we live in Flame. 


But now, now we iik, now, now We ge 
Down to the deepeſt Shades below: 
Alas, alas! wheie 2re we now / 
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Who, who can tell! 
Sure 'tis the loweſt Room of Hell, 
Or where the Sea-gods dwell : 
With them we'll live, with them we'll live and 
reign, 
Wi:htnem we'll laugh, and ſing, and drink amain, 
But ice, we mount, ſee, ſee, we rite again. 


CHORUS. 


Tho? Flaſtes of Lightning, and Tempeſts of Rain, 


Do fuercely contend which ſhall conquer the Main; 
Tho” the Captary doth ſwear inſtead of A Prayer, 
And the Sca is all Fire by the Demons of — 


WeU drink and d. ty, 
Wu drink and defy 


The mad Spirits that fly 
From the Deep to the Sky, 
And ng * loud Thunder, and ſing whilſt 


[loud Thunder docs bellow ; 


For Fate ſtall will have 

A kind Fate for the brave, 
And ne er make bis Grave 
Of « ſalt Water Wave, 


To drown, to drown, no never to drown a good 


Fellow, 


S 
Se 


— - 
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SONG Xo. 
E T's be jovial, fill our Glaſſes, 
Madneſs 'tis tor us to thiuk 
How the World is rui'd by Aſſes, 
And the wiſe are ſway'd by Chink, 


Then never Jet vain Cares oppreſs us, 


Riches are to them 2 Snare: 
We're every one as rich as C/@ſus, 
While our Bottle drowns our Care, 


Wine will make us red as Rofes, 
And our Sorrows quite forget; 

Come, let's tudcle all our Noſes, 
Drink our ſeives quite out of Debt. 


When grim Death comes looking tor us, 
We are toping ff our Bowis, 

Bacchus joining in the Chorus, 
Death, begone, here's none but Souls, 


God-like Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling Death away ſhall fly, 
Ever after underſtanding, 
Drinking Souls can never die. 


1 


—— 4 
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SONG XC. 
* ſail upon the Dog-ſtar, 
And then purſue the Morning 3 
Pl chaſe the Moon, till it be Noon, 
II make lier zeave her horning. 


96 A Select COLLECTION 


I'll climb the froſty Mountain, 


And there I'll coin the Weather; 


T'll tear the Rainbow from the Sky, 


And tie both Ends together. 


The Stars pluck from their Orbs :o, 
And croud them in my Budget: 

And whether I'm a roaring Boy, 
Let all the Nation judge ir. 


SONG XCIII. 
OO lovely cruel Fair, 


Can I the Torture bear 
To ſee thee flying ? 


Muſt 1 behold thoſe Charms 


Doom'd to another's Arms, 
While I am dying ? 


SONG XCIV. 


we you know how we meet o'er our jolly 

full Bowls ? h | 

As we mingle our Liquors, we mingle our Souls: 

The ſweet melts the ſharp, the kid ſmoochs the 
Strong, 

And nothing but Friendlhip grows all the Night 
long: > 

we drink, laugh, and celebrate every Deſire; 

Love only remains our unquenchable Fire. 


ax. . 6 
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SONG XCV. 
Wi ſhall1 do to ſh:w how much I love her- 
How many Millions of Sighs can ſuffiſe? 
That which wins other Hearts can never move her; 
Thoſe common Methods of Love the'll deſpite, 


Iwill love more than Mau e'er lov'd before me, 
Gaze on her all the Day, melt all the Night; 
'Till, for her own ſake, at laſt ſhe'!] implore me 


To love her leſs, to preſerve our Delight. 


Since Gods themſelves cannot ever be loving, 
Men muſt have breathing Recruits for new Joys. 

I wiſh my Love could be always improving, 
Tho' eager Love more than Sorrow deſtroys. 


In fair Aurelia's Arms leave me expiring, 


To be embalm'd by the Sweets of her Breath; 


To the laſt Moment I'll ſtill be deſiring: 
Never had Heroe ſo glorious a Death. 


SONG XCVI. 
[AIR Venus, they ſay, 
On a rainy bleak Day, 
Thus ſent her Child Czpzd a packing : 
Get thee gone from my Door, 
Like 2 Son of a Whore, | 
And elſe where ſtand bouncing and cracking 
X ü 
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To tell the plain Truth, 
Our little blind Yourh 

Beat the Hoof a long while up and down, Sir, 
Till all Dangers paſt, | 
By good Fortune at laſt, 

He ſtumbled into a great Town, Sir. 


Then trait to himſelf 
Cries this tiny ſly Elt, 
Since Begging brings little Relief, Sir, 
A Trade I'll commence 
That ſhall bring in the Pence, 
And trait he ſet up for a Thief, Sir. 


At Play-houſe and Kirk, 
Where be ſlily did lurk, 
He ſtole Hearts both from young and old n 
Til] at laſt, ſays my Song, 
He had like to have ſw ung 
On a Gallows as high as a Steeple, 


Then with Arrows and Bow 
He a Soldier muſt go, 
And ftrait he ſhot Foiks without Warnin 
He thought it no Sin, 
When his Hand once was in, 
To kill you a Hundred his Morning. 


When be found that he made 
Little Gains by his Trade, 
What does our ſly graceleſs Blinker? 


And he needs muſt paſs for a Tinker. 


s — 


—— 
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Rut ſtrait chang'd his Note, 
As well as his Coat, 


„ + 


— 


Have you any Hearts to mend ? 
Come, 1'!] be your Friend, 
Or eiſe expect not a Farthing 2: 
Tho' they're burnt to a Colo, 
I'll won make 'em whole; 
And, Maizs, is not this a fair Dargais ? 


3 — — —— — » — — a — . 
> 
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But, Maids, yave a Care, 
Of this Tiuker beware, 
Shun the Rogr*, tho? he ſets fuch a Face on's, 
Where he * up one Hole, 
'Tis true, by my Soul, 
He'll at leaſt leave a Score in the Place on't. 


SONG XCVIL 


Ao and Prebeadary 
Had late « new Vagary, 


And were at doubttul Strife, Sir, 

Who led the better Life, Sir, 
And was the better Mas, 
And was the better Man, 


The Dcan be ſaid that truly, 
Since Blu was ſo unruly, 
K 2 


1 


5 


He d prove it to his Face, Sir, 
That hc had ih moſt Grace, Sir, 
And ſo the Fight began, &c. 


When Preb. reply'd like Thunder, 
And roar'd cus, twas no Wonder, 
Since Gods the Deen bad three, Sir, 


And more by two than he, Sir, 


For be bad gut but one, &c. 


Now whilſt theſe two were raging, 
And in Diſpures engaging, 

The Maſter of the Charter 

Said both had caught a Tartar, 


For Gods, Si, there were none, &. 


That all the Books of Moſes 


Were nothing but Suppoſes ; 
That he deſerv'd Rebuke, Sir, 


Who wrote the Pentateucb, Sir, 
'Twas nothing but a Sham, &c. 


That as for Father «Adam, 
And Mrs. Eve, his Madam, 
And what the Serpent ſpoke, Sir, 


was nothing but a Joke, Sir, 


And well invented Flam, &c. 


Thus in this Battle-royal, 

As none would take Denial, 

The Dame for which they ſtrove, Sir, 
Could neicher of them love, Sir, 


 Ernce all ad giy'n Offence, &c. 


F N 
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She therefore flyly waiting, 
Lett all three Fovis 2 prating, 
And, being in a Fright, Sir, 
Religion took hei Flight, Sir, 
And nec was heard of ſince, &cc. 


* F of * - 
SONG XCVIII. 
© torm'd to charm, lovely all over, 
You wound a Lover in ory Part; 
But we recover, when we dticover 
There is a Rover ithin your Heart. 


— 


8 O NG XCIX. 
He. | oy :he Man chat with gigantick Might 
Narcs combat Heaven again, 
Storm Fov.'s bright Palace, put the Gods to flight, 
34e renew, ane make perpetual Nigbt; (tain, 
Come on, ye fighting Fools that petty Jars main- 
I've all the Wars oi Euroye in my Biaiu, 


Se. Who's that talks o War 
When Leauty does co:nc ia; 

Whale ſweet Face divine!y fait, 
Zcerna! Pleaſures bring: 

Wien I appear, the maitial ed 
A or tied Victim lies, 


; 
N — 
/ * 
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Obeys each Glance, each awſul Nod, : 
And dreads the Lightning of my killing Eyes, 
More than the fierceſt Thunder in the Skies. 


Fe, Ta, ha, ha! now, now we mount up high, 
The Sun's bright God and 1 

Charge on the ature Dawns of ample Sky; 

See, ſec how th' immatal Spirits run; 

Purſue, purſue, drive em o'er the burning Zone; 


; trom thence come rowling, rowling down, 


And ſearch the G!obe below, w ith all che 51 7 
Main, 


10 and my lol. my v. . — 988 


55. By che dis) oĩnted Matter 
That crouds thy T icranium, 

3 nicely have found chat thy Brain is not found, 
And thou ſhak be my Companion, 


*. Come, let us plague thee World hen, 
I emdrace the Hleft Occaiion | 

Vor by Inftinct I tind thou art one of h Kind 

bat 5. brought in Damnation. | 

CHORUS. 

Der mad, very mad, very mad 4 ws | -, 
Pur Fnrope dots now with our Frenzy age, 
Aa rhinos tn Nature are mad 200 45 we. 


/ Face has Heaven inch anted, 
With all the Sky-born Fellows: 

Jove preſt to my B:caſt, and my Boſom ke ki c, 
-h made 21d Juno jeal 5 


7 
„ 
„ 

- 
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He. I challeng'd giiſly P;u20, 
But the God ot Fire did hun me; 
Witty Hermes I diubo'd round the Pole with my 
For breaking Jok3 upon me. (Clubs 
| Then mad, Cc 


She. I found Apollo "ER 
The Tune my Rage encreaſes ; 

1 made him ſo blind with a Look that was kind, 
That he broke his Lyre to Pieces. 


He. I drank a Health to Venue, 
And the Mould on her white Shoulder; 
Mays flinch'd at the Glaſs, and! threw? in his 
Was cver Heroe bolder ? (Face : 
She, Tis true, my dear Alcides, 
Things tend to Diſſolution; 
The Charms of à Crown, aud the Craits of the 
Have brought all to Conſuſion. (Gown 
He. The haughty French begum it, 
The Eaglih Wits purſue it. 
Te, The German and Turk go on wich the 
He, And all iu time will rue it. (Work, 
| 1} mad, &<c. 


— . 


— 


SONG TC 
He, See Nelly, my Tea!:'s Delig. 
Be loving, mt d not ig 
ne Offer 1 Wake, 
For M eli, 85 $252, 
? hojour vyur Praury bright; 
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For, Love, I procctt | 
I can do no leſs, 

Thou haſt my Favour won; 
And ſince I fee 
Your Moceſty, 
Therctore agree, 
And tancy me, 

Tho' I'm but a Farmer's Son, 


Se. No, I'm a Lady gay, 

Tis very well krowu may 
lave Men of Reaown, 

In City or Town: 

Nay, Reger, without Delay, 
Court B.idget or Su,, 
Kaze, Nancy, or Trac, 

T !;cir Loves may ſoon be won; 
But don't you dare | 
To {peak me tair, 

As it I were 
At my lat Prayr, 

To many a T1:met's Lan. 

He. My Fa: ber Las Riches toys, 
Vimo Hundicd a Var and more, 
Beſides Shecp and Cows, 

_ Carts, Harrows 44d Pongs 
lis Age Is abore tt: eſcgit. 

And whe: to ges die 


1 
- 


2 
Thea me. 1% I 
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Both Land and Kine, 


All ſhall be thine, 
It thou'lt incline, 
And will be mine, 
And marry the Farmer's Son. 


be. A Fig for your Cattle and Corn, 


— — — — —— 


Your proffered Love I ſcorn; 
Tis known very well, 
My Name it is Nell, 

And you're but a Bumkin born, 
He, Well, it it be ſo, 
Then away I will go, 


And I hope no Harm is done, 


Farewel, adieu, 
J hope to wode 
As good as you, 
And win her too, 
Tho' I'm but a Farmet's Son. 


Dear Lady, believe me now, 

I ſolemnly ſwear and vow, 
No Lords in their Lives, 
Taks Pleaſure in Wives, 

Like Fellows that drive the Plough: 
For their Labour and Pat», 
Whatever ey gain, 

They don't to Harigrs vi, 

As Courtiers do, 
never knew 


[ 


| Mortals, fill your Glaſſes, 


More chan PhiNlzs, tho' juſt going 
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A City Beau 
That could out- do 

& Country Farmer's Son. 


CG). | 2 ' | OT 
Sve. Be not in ſuch Haſte (quoth ſhe) 
Terhaps we may ſtill agree; 5 
For, Man, I proteſt, | Eau 
I was but in Jeſt, B 
Come, pr*ythee fit down by mei Let the 
For thou art the Man | | 
That verily can | | 1 
Perform what muſt be done; | 1 
Both ſtrait and :all, | | 
Genteel withal, | Raiſ 
Therefore 1 ſhall 
Be at your Call, | Rs 


And I'll marry the Farmer's Son, 


. 
* 


SONG Ci. 


Noble Deeds are done by Wine; 
Scorn the Nymph, and all her Graces: 
Who'd for Love or Beauty pine? 


Look within the Bowl that's flowing, N 
And a thou!and Charms you'll find, | 


In the Moment to be kind. 


5 
| 
] 


| Alexander hated thinking, 


| 
| 
| 
! 


And, not winning, thus ſhe loſes. 


To be paſi, yet wiſh Fruition! 
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Drank about at Countilboard ; 
He ſubdu'd the Worid by drinking, 
More than by his conquering Sword. 


— : — 


SONG Cl. 
Eauty now alone ſball move him, 

Mars [hill know no Foy but Love, 
Let the witer Gods reprove him, 
| Melting Kiſſes, | 

Mutual Bliſſes, 

Beauty charming, 

Love alarming, 

Raiſe the Soul to Joys above. 


$O0NG wi. - 
Tathia frowns whene'er 1 wooe her, 
Vet ſhe's vex'd if I give over; 
Much lhe tears 1 ſhall undoe her, 


But much mote to loſe her Lover: 
Thus in doubt ing ſhe retuſes, | 


Pr'ythee, Cynthia, look behind you, 
Age and Wrinkles will o'ertake yor, 

Then too late Deſire will find you, 
When the Power does forſake you: - 

Think, oh ! think ; oh, ſad Condition, 
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SONG CIV. 
OVE, thou airy vain Illuſion, | 
Sly Deceiver of my Joys, 


All thy Arts are but Deluſion, 


Whilſt vain Hope my Heart decoys. 


Dur, Charmer, I till adore: 
Ne'er teaze me, but eaſe me, 
Love's Paſſion ſhall pleaſe me, 


Whilſt 1 your Aid implore. 


SONG CV. 
A Round her ſee Cupid flying, 
Behold him wiſhing, dying, 


Such Graces ſhine all o'er her, | 


Gods might adore her, 


Blind Boy, forbear to wooe her, 
Thy Flame admits no Cure, 


To me, in Sight of Heaven, 
Her Faith is given, _— 


-.$ONG CYL 
S rippling John was jogging on, 
Upon the Riot Night; 


' With cottering Pace and fiery Face, 


Suſpicious of high Flight: 


I'm g 


Some 
Th 


fohn 
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The Guards who rk him by nis Lock, 
For Jome ctief Firebrand, 

Ask'd whence he dame, What was his Nams, 

Who are You * Kkaund, Friend, ſtand! 


I'm going uh me, from Meeting come: 
Ay, 12's oc, tha! » 'S dhe Caſe, 

Some Meeting ne has burnt, you ſee, 
The Flame's ſtill in his Face. 


John thought *rwas time to purge his Crime 


And laid, my chief Intent 
Was to aſſwage my thirſty Rage 
I'th' Meeting that 1 meant. 


Come, Friend, be plain, you trifle in vain, 
Says one, pray let us know, 
That we may find how you're inciin'd, 
Are you High Church or Low ? 
John ſaid to that, I'll tell you what, 
To end Debates and S:rite, 
All T can ſay, this is the Way 
I ſteer my Curl of Lite. 


I ner to Bow, r Burgeſs go, 
To Seepie-houſe n. rlall ;, 

en brisk Bar- bell beſt {ui's my Zeai, 

with, Gentlemen, d' ye cal 

Sen then am I Low Church or iligd, 
From that Tower or 1 Steeple, 

Whoſe merry Toll cxalcs ine Soul, 
Ang muſt make tigh-flown Peopic. 


L 


* 
Wu 
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The Guards came on, and look'd at John, 
With Countenance moſt pleaſant: 

By Whiſper round they all ſoon tound, 
He was no damag'd Pealant: | 

Thus while Fubn ſtood, the beſt he cou'd, 
Expecting their Deciſion, 

Damn him, {ays one, le: him be gone, 

He's ot our own Religion. 


— wee. 


SONG CVII. 

F all the World's Enjoy ments 

That ever valu'd were, | 

There's none of our Employments 
Wirk Fiſhing can compare: 

Some preach, ſome write, 


* 


Some ſwear, ſome fight, | 


All golden Lucre courting; 
But Fiſhing ſtill 
Bears off the Bell, 

For Profi:, or tor Sporting. 
Then wh» a jlly Fiſherman, 
A Fiſherman would be, 

His Throat muſt wet, 
Faſt like his Net, 
To keep our Cold at Stu. 


The Country 'Squire loves running, 
A Pack ot well-mouth'd Hounds ; 
Another tancies Gunning 
For wild Ducks in his Grounds? 


Are 


* 
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This hunts, that touls, 
This lau ks, Dick bowls, 
No greater P.eafure wiſhing ; 
But Tom hat tells 
What Spor excels, 
Gives all the Prailc 20 Filbing. 
Then, &c. 


A good hi Gammon, 
Is counted dainty Fair; 
Bu: what is t to a Salmon, 
luſt taken from the Ware: 
Wheat-cars and Quails, 
Cocks, Snipes and Ray ls, 
Are priz'd while Seaſon's laſting ; 
Put all muſt ſtoop | 
To Craw-filh Soop, 
Or I've no Skill in tatting. 
Then, &c. 


Keen Hunters always take to. 
Their Prey with too much Pains , 
Nay, often break a Neck too, 
A Penance for no Brains ; 
They run, they leap, 
Now high, now deep, 
Whi. he that Filking chuſes, 


L 2 
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With Eaſe may do';, 
Nay, more to boot, 


May entertain the Mules. 
Then, cc. 


And tho ſome envious wrangler: 


To jeer u: will make bold, 
A:id laugh at patient Anglers, 
Who ſtand ſo loig i th' Cold, 
They wait on Miſs, 
We wait oi this, 
And think it caſy Labour; 
And if you'd know 
Fiſh Profits too, 
Conſait our Holland Neighbour 
Then, &c. 


SONG CVIII. 
IN good King Lenis's Land, 
In a City of high Degree ; 
There lived a Dyer grand, | 
And a very good Dyer was he: 
This Dyer was married, forioorh, 
And married in Truth was he, 
To a Maid in the Bloom of her Youth, 
And ſhe gave him ſome Jealouly, 


In vain had he ſought to 4iſcover 
What ke little deſir'd ro fee, 

Never dreaming his Wite had a Lover 
Of Monkey-tac'd Monſieur 4 Abbee ; 


Co 


 Bouny 


W: 


of ENGLISH SONGS. 113 
fe thought of a politick Way, | 
To bring all the Matter to Light, 
By his feigning a Journey one Day, 
And by lying in Ambuſh at Night. 


The Horſes were brought to the Door, 
And all Signs of a Journey appear, 
Whilſt his Wite (chat diſſembling Whore) 
Was bedew'd in her Crocodile-tcars; 
A thouſand Grimaces ſhe made, 
To ſhew forth her Grief at his parting. 
But that was a Trick of the Jade, 
And regardleſs as old Womens farti:g. 


The Dyer was now out of Sight, 
| And prepar'd to Ciicover the Treaſon ; 
| You'll find he was much in the right, 
And I'm going to tell you the Reaſon : 
The Wife was no ſooner alone, 
But ſhe ſent for her Father-Conieſſor; 
lle put his beſt Pantaloons on, 
And he ran like the Devil to bleſs lier. 


The Damſel with Smiles on her Face, 
Met the Abbot, and gave him a Ki's ; 
But no Man would have been in his Place, 
It he'd known of the Jerquer in Piis. 
Ve now may ſuppoſe them together, 
Confeſſing and preſſing each other; 
ound taſt in Love's Thong of Whit-leat her 
Was the reverend Catholick Brother. 
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Some Hours were paſs'd at this Rate, 

When the Husband with F. / e- par- tout Keys, 
Made no Scruple to open his Gate, 

And caught napping the Hog in his Peaſe, 
Father Abbot, quorh he (Without Paſhon) 

Is this your Church- way of Confeſſion 
Altho' tis 2 thing, much in Faſhion, 

It is neverthetets a Tranigreſſion. 


The Abbot, as you may believe, 
Had but little to ſay for himſelt ; 
Te knew well what be ought to receive, 


For his being ſo arrant an Elf; TT 
His Clothes he got on with all Speed, 
Aud cond! Ted he was by the Dyer, 


To be duckt (as you aſter may read) 
And be co91'd trom his amoious Fire. 


Zuoth the Dyer, moſt reverend Father, | 
Since I find you're ſo hot upon Wenching, » 
I have gather'd my Servants together, | 
To give you a Taſte of our Drenching. 
lere om, Harty, Rg and Dic, 
Take the Ahbot, undreis him, and douſe him; 
Tney obey'd in that very ſame Nick, | 
To ihe Dy -ſat they take him and ſouie him, 


To behold what a Figure he made, 
Such a Monſter there never was ſeen, | 
*T was enizuph to make Satan afraid; 
He was colonz'd all over with Green. 
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Tue Dyer had lea, re chough, 
When he thought how be 4y'd him tor Lite; 
Twas mui bettei than whe 'B him rough, 
Since he only had lain with his Wizz, 


The Abbo: was led to the Door, 
And he to to his Heels in a trice, 


Never lg »king behi nd or beiore ; 5 


I: was now not a Time tg be nice, 
Ts reported by ſome ot his Neighbours, 
Tha: he did not difcover, till Morning 
The &xce!]erc Fruits of his Labours, 
Nor the Catoar he bad tor iis horning, 


But, good lack, when he came to the Glafs, 
And beheld ſuch a ſtrange Alteration, 
He was dy'd ©: the Colour of Cra, 
And had like to have dy'd of Vexation, 
As the Stain can be never got our 
And the Abbor muſt lofe the church Gee z 
Let him bear the Diſprace (ke a Lout) 
And be ſhewn for a Penny a- piece. 


SONG CX. 
Ome all you Sons of Adam, 
The which do haunt this Place; 
Come all you jitrle Eves-droppers, 
Who pals tor Babes of Grace; 
Come all you Shapes and Figures, 
And as you pals along, 


+2 4.4 
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Pray mind 2 Brother Animal, 

And liſten to his Song. | 
Oh Maſqueyades are fine things 
For to delight the Eyes; 

And tho“ they vex the fooliſh, 
They don't offend the wiſe. 
For why ſhould Mirth and Pleaſure, 
And harmleſs Sport and Play, 
Or ſpeaking with Sincerity, 
Be thought a rude Eflay ? 
For when we mask our Faces, 
We then unmask our Hearts; 


And hide our leſſer Beauties, 


To ſhew our better Parts. 
Oh Maſquerades are fine things 
For to delight the Heart,; 
And thy they bart our Pockets, 
Th:y plenſe our better Tuts. 
Here all Sorts of Conditions 
Are ſociable and tree; 
They judge not by Appearances, 
Which often diſagree: 
A Lord will court a Scullion, 
A Lady hug a Clown ; 
A Judge embrace moſt tenderly 
A Madam ot the Town. 
Ob Maſqrerades are ne thing 
Por to delight the Mind; 
And tho they vex the Biſhops, 
Thcy mite the Ladies Rind. 


A 


ere b 
No 
lere 8 
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*Jere Party make; no Difcrence, 
No Tuiiticinns jar | 
ZHlere Stateſmen lay aſide their Prise, 
And with 1: ail therr Cars. 
A B. HY DialsSt 
Inſpires ail the Place; 
Whick muſt produce, no c225 on :, 
A very ſpightly Race, 
Oh Maſqurradis aye fine 1. 2. 
For ry zmpi ove the Age; 
And much bend the Liberty 
And Licence f be Stage, 


Kere I an honeſt Calling 
Have choſen at my Leiſure; 
For Profit, by the bye, Sir, 
But in the Main for Pleaſure; 
For Pleaſure each Man hither comes, 
Each Lady comes tor Pleature ; 
And it l'm in the right, Sir, 
Why chen my Song is NMeaſure. 
03 Mijquerades are fine things, 


From rhince all Pleaſu-c ſprengs ; 
And thy the Vilgar rail at them, 


Ihe) give Del ig ht t King:. 
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SONG CN. 


AIR Lis and ter Swain 
Were ina inady Bower, 
Where Thzirfis ivng, in vain, 
Had ſought the happy Hour ; 
A: length his 14:10 awvancing 
_ Upon her ſnowy Breaſt, 
He ſai, O kiis me longer, 
If you will make me bleſt 


Ir. An eaſy yielding Maid 
By truſting is undone ; 
Our Sex is oft berray'd 
By granting Love too ſoon * 
It you defire to gain me, 
Your Sufferings to redreſs, 
Prepare to love me longer yet, and longes 2 
Before you ſhall poſſeſs, 


Th, The little Care you ſhow 
Of all my Sorrows paſt 

Makes Death appear to ilow, 
And Lite too long to laft : 

Fair Irzs, kiſs me kindly, 

In Pity of my Fate, 

And kindly ſtill, and kindly Ri!l, 
Before i it be too late. 


Ir. You cently court your Bliſs, 
Au, no Advantage make; 
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'Tis not for Maids to give, 
But 'ris for Men to take: 
So you may kits me kindly, 
And kindiy t I]. and kinely, 
But do not kiſ and te}, 
No never kiſs and tell. 


Th. And may I kiſs you knidly - 
Ir. Yes, you may kitz me kind. y, 
Th, And kinely ſtill, and kind 
Ir. And kindly ſtill, and kidiy, 
Th, And will you not rebel? 
Ir. And I will not rebel: 

But do not kits and tell, 

Bur do not kiſs and tell, 
Th. No, no, I'll never kiſs and tell. 
No, no, I'll never kiſs and tell. 


Bath, Thus at the Height we love and live, 
And tear no: to be poor : 
We give and we give, we give and we give, 
Till we can give no more: 
But what to Day will take away 
To Morrow will reſtore, 
But what, &c. 
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e 
* me you mace a Thouſand Vows, 
I pave you all tnat Love allows, 

The Pleaſures oi the nuptial Bed: 


A Thouſand tender Things you've ſaid; 


1 
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zut now my Eyes have loſt their Charm, | 
Or you abate in your Deſire; 

Lou with another in your Arms, A 7 
And burn with an unhallow'd Fire, A 


„ | Twiz 
H. That charming, Clin 1 a.imire ö "And 
| miilt wich Pleaſure OWN is true; The F 
But had I ten times he Delite, | Eac 
How would the Taſſion injure you? There 
I. Love is a {acred Tree of Lite, 5 
That up to Heaven its Branches rears : | 
But Admiration's but the Leat, eps 
En;oyment is the Fruit it bears, 1 N 

| Anc 

H. Thus, white you raiſe a vain Diſpute. z 

Your Paſhon bu: i: ſelf deceives, . 
While you yourſelf have all the Fruit, | He | 
Why need you envy me the Leaves eis 
| In f 
Bot h. &way then all Fondneſs, I find ':15 in vain Kit g: 
For Wives, when neglected, :o figh and complain, And 
We raile the ſooſe Wiſhes we ſtrive to reſtrain, But . 
Tis a Folly 19 whine, to languiſh and grieve, For 
Let us rather endeavour ourſelves :o deceive; Thus 
V. hat we wiſh to be true, Ive bids us belicre. The 
Ti. n, Reaſon, or Change, as laſt will relieve; _ With 
Tis x Folly zo whine, to languiſh anc grieve. The 
The b 


of ENGLISH SONGS, 12. 


SONG CXII. 
Ar Wirchefter was 2 Wedding, 
A The like was never ſcen, 
*Twixr luſty Ralph of Reading, 
And bonny black Bejs of the Greci.: 
The Fidlers were crowding before, 
Each Laſs was as fine as a Queen: 
There was 2 Hundred, and more, 
For all the whole Country came in ; 
Brisk Robzn led Roſe fo fair, 
She look'd like a Lily o'th' Vale, 
And ruddy-fac'd Harry led Mary, 
And Roger led bouncing Nell. 


With Tommy came ſmiling Katy, 
He help'd ber over the Stile, 

And ſwore there was none ſo pretty, 
In forty and torry long Mile : 


vain Kit gave 2 green Gown to Bert, 

plain, And lent her his Hand to riſe ; 

rain. But Jenny was jecr'd by Warty, 

be, For looking biue under the Eyes: 
e; Thus merrily chatting all, 

re. They paſs co the Bride-houte along, 
e; With Fobny and pretty-fac'd Nancy, 
C. The iaireſt oi all the Throng. 


| The Bridegroom came out to mee: "err. 
Atraid the Dinner was ſpoi:'d, 
* 
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And uſher'd em in to treat em, 
With bak'd and roaſted, and buil!'d. 
The Lads were ſo trolick and jolly, 
For each had his Love by his Side, 
Put Willy was melancholly, D 
For he had a Mind to the Bride : 
Then Fhilip begins her Health, 
And turns a Beer-glaſs on his Thumb, 
But Jeaken was reckon'd tor drinking 
The beſt in chriſtendom. 
And now they had din'd, advancing 
Into the Micſt of the Hall, 
The Fidlers truck up for Dancing, 
And Feremy led up the Brawl; 
But Margaret kept a Quarter, . 
A Laſs that was proud of her Peli, 
Cauſe Arthur had ſtoln ber Garter, 
And ſwore he would tie it himſelt: 
She ſtruggl'd, and biuſh'd, and trown'd. 
And ready with Anger to cry, 
Cauſe Arthur, in tying ner Garter, 
Had ſlipt bis Hand too bigh, 
Aud now or throwing the Stocking, 
The Bride away was led ; 
The Bridegroom got drunk, and was knocking 
For Candles to light 'em to Bed: 
But Roben, finding him filly, 
Mott triendly took him aude, 
Te while that his Wite with Witty 
Was playing at Hooper'i-hide. 


— —U—U —ä—äũ d — 
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And now the warm Game begins, 
The critical Minute was come, 
And Cha:ting, and Billing, and Kiflng, 
Went merrily round the Room. 


Pert Strephon was kind to Betty, 

And bliche as a Bird in the Spring ; 
And Tommy was ſo to Katy, 

And wedded her with a Rulh-rirg : 
$ukze, that danc'd with the Cuſh'on, 


An Hour trom the Room had been gone. 


And B. a. by knew by her bluſhing, 

That {ome other Dance had been gore : 
And thus of fitty fair Maids, | 
Tha! came to the Wedding with Men, 
dcarce five of the fiſ:y were leit ye, 

That ſo did return again. 
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SONG CXIII. 


I 
5 


O * 2 Bank of Flow'rs, in a Summe1's Day, 


inviting and undreſt, 
In her Bloom of Years bright Celia lay, 
With Love and Sleep oppreſt: 


When a youthiul Swain, with admiring Eyes. 


Wiſh'd he durſt the fair Maid ſurprize, 
Wich a fa, Ia, ba, & c. 
But fear' d approaching Spies. 


M 2 
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As he gaz'd, a gentle Breeze aroſe, 
That fann'd her Robes aſide, 


und the fleeping Nymph did the Charms diſcloſe, 


Which waking ſhe would hide, [high, 
Then his Breath grew ſhort, and his Heart beg: 
He long'd to touch what he chanc'd to ſpy, 

With a fa, ta, la, &c. 
But durſt not ſtill draw nigh, 


All amaz'd he ſtood, with her Beauties fir d, 
And bleſt the courteous Wind; 

Then in Whilpers ſigh'd, and the Gods defir'd, 

That Celza might be kind. 


When with Hope grown bold, he advanc'd amain 


Bur ſhe laugh'd aloud in a Dream, and again 
With a fa, Ia, ta, &c. 
Repell'd the tim rous Swain 


Yer when once Deſire has ini am'd the Soul, 
All modeſt Doubts withdraw; | 

And the God of Love does each Fear controu:, 
That would the Lover awe. 

Shall a Prize 1:xe this, ſays the vent'rous Boy, 

Scape, and J not the Means empioy ? 
With a fa, Ia, a, &c. 

To ſeize the proffer'd Joy. 


Here the glowing Youth, to relieve his Pain, 
The ſlumb'ring Maid careſs'd, 


And with trembling Hands (O the ample Swain) 


zei ſnowy Boſom preſs'd : 
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When the Virgin wak'd, and aftrighted flew, 
Yet look'd as wiſhing he would purſue, 

With a fa, te, la, &c. | 


But Damon mits'd his Cue. 


Now repenting that he had let her fly, 


Himſelt he thus accus'd ; 
What a dull and ſtupid thing was I, 
Thar ſuch a Chance abus'd? 
To thy Shame *cwill ſoon on the Plains be ſaid, 
Demon a Virgin aſleep betray'd, 
With a fa, la, Ia, &c. | 
Vet let her go a Maid. 


$SO NG CXIV. 
* tell thee, Dick, where I have lately been, 
(There's rare Doings at Bath) 

Mongſt Beauties divine, the like was ne'er ſeen, 
(There's rare Doing et Bath) Spleen, 
and ſome diſmal Wits that were eat up with 
There's rare Doings at Bath; | 
Eaffling and Fiddling, and Pipi n, and N 

There's rare Doings at Bath. 


Where all drink the Waters to recover Health, 


Lad ſome ſort of Fools there throw off thei: 
Wealth; 


There's rare Doings at Dach. 
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And now for the Crew that paſs in the Throng, 

That live by the Gur, or the Pipe, or the Song, 

And teaze all the Gentry as they * along; j 
There's, &c. 


Firt Corbet began, My Lord, pray, your Crown, 
You'll hear a new Boy I've juft brought ro Town, 
I'm ſure he will pleaſe you, or elſe knock me 

There's, &c. [down ; 


| Beſides I can boaſt of my ſelt and two more, 


And Leveridge the Raſs, that ſweetly will roar, 


Till all the whole Audience ; oin in encore. 


There's, &c. 


Next Holcomb, Latour, and B. niſter too, 

With Hautboy, one Fiddle and Tenor ſo blew, 

And fuſty old Muſick, no: ohe Note of new. 
There's, &c. 


Next Morpher, the Harper, with his Pig's Face, 
Lies tickling 2 Trebie, and vamping a Baſs ; 
And all he can do, tis but Muſick's Diigrace. 
There” "oF A 


Then comes the Eunuch to teaze em the more 
Subſcribe your two Guineas to make up murſcore, 


i never perform'd at io low Rate before. 
There's, &c. 


Ther, come the Strolers among the ref ; 
And little Punch Pawel fo full of his Jeſt, 


With——pray, Sin, good Madam, tis my Show 
Tere's, Ke, [ is beſ, 


— 
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Thus being tormented, and teaz'd to their Souls, 


| They thought the beſt way to be rid of cheſe Fools, 


The Caſe they referr'd to the Maſter of th' Rolls, 
There's, &c. 


Says his Honour, and then he put on 2 Frown, | 

The Cale it you leave to my Thoughts alone, 

I'll foon have them all whip: out of the Towns 
There's rare Doings at Bath; 


Raffizng, &c. 


_— 
3 1 


SONG CXV. 
Burn, my Brain conſumes to Aſhes, 
1 Each Eye-ball too like Lightning flaſhes 2 
Within my Breaſt there glows a ſolid Fire, 
Which in a thouſand Ages can't expire. 


Blow the Winds, great Ruler, blow; 
Bring the Po and the Ganges hither, 
'Tis ſultry Weather. 

Pour them all on my Soul, 

It will hiſs like a Coal, 

But never be the cooler, 


"Twas Pride hot as Hell 
That firſt made me rebel; 
From Love's awtul Throne a curs'd Angel I fell: 
And mourn now my Fate, 
Which myſelt did create, | 
Fool, Fool, that couſider d not when I was wells 
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Adieu, tranſporting Joys; 1 
Off, ye vain fantaſtick Toys, | 1 
That dreſs their Face and Body to allure. | This, 

Bring me Daggers, Poiſon, Fire, | 

Since Scorn is turn'd into Deſire, e 


All Hell reels not the Rage which I, poor I, endure, | 


0 


SONG CXVI | 
HE Sages of old | 
In Prophecies told 
The Cauſe of a Nation's undoing 3 


But the true Engliſh Breed = 
No Prophecies need, Ne 
For each Man here ſeeks his own Ruin. | "a, 
By Grumbling and Jais 
We promote civil Wars, | B 
And preach up talſe Tenets (o many; f 
We ſnarl and we bite, p 
We rail and we fight | T 
Sor Religion, yet no Man has any. For th: 
Then him let's commend, | 
That's true to his Friend, Then 1 
ad a Miſs that can wittily prattle Your C 
Who delights not in Blood, Your (C 
Bur draws when he ſhou'd, LS 
And bravely ne'er ſhrinks from the Battle. | Shall n 
Who rails not at Kings, To be 
Nor at politick things, 
dor Treaſon does talk when he's mellow ; Should 
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But takes 2 full Giaſs 1 0 

To his Maſter's Succeſs; 
This, this is the honeſt brave Fellow. 


SONG Cx. 
Hloe bluſh'd, and frown'd, and ſwore, 
And puſh'd me rudely from her; 


Icall'd her faith!eſs jilting W bore, 


To talk to me of Honour. 


ut when 1 roſe, and would be gone, 


She cry'd, nay, whither go ye? 


Young Damon, ſtay, now we're alone, 
Do what you will with chice. 


SONG CXVII. 


HE Charms of bright Beauty fo powertal 
are, 


For that we make Peace, and for that we make 


War; 
Then tell me no more of Religion and Laws, 
Your Cant of Injuſtice, the ę 90d and bad Cauſe ; 
Your Conqueſts aud Triumf pns, your Caprives 254 
Spoils, | 
Shall never incite me to hatardous Toi!s ; 
To be great, wiſe, and wealthy, I never wot'd 
chuſe, 


Should che N * Ladore, her Favour refuls ; 
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But let my Eugenia prove faithtul and kind, 
I'l] weather the Winter, and weary the Wind; 
Il ravage the Seas, the Earth and the Air, 
And combat tor her, even Death and Deſpair. 


— 


SONG CXIX. 
Hilſt 1 fondly view the Charmer, 
Thus the God of Love I ſue; 


- Gentle Cupid, pray diſarm her, 
Cupzd, if you love me, do: 
Ot a Thouſand Smiles bereave her, 


Rob her Neck, her Lips, her Eyes ; 


The Remainder ſtill Will leave her 
Pow'r enough to ty rannize. 


Shape and Feature, Flame and Paſſion 


Still in ev'ry Breaſt will move; 
Xiore is Supe rerogat ion, 
Mer Idolatry of Love: 
You may dreſs a World of Chloe's 
In the Beaucy ſhe can ſpare; 
Hear him, Cupid, who no Foe is 
To your Altars or the Fair, 


Fooliſh Mortal, pray be eaſy, 
Angry Cupid made Reply; 

Do Elorella's Charms diſpleaſe you 
Die then, fooliſh Mortal, die: 

Fancy not that I'll deprive her 
Ol che captivating Store; 


| 
| 
| 


Shou! 
But tho 
No R 
Still, fo 
For t 


M' 
Take n. 
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Shepherd, no, II rather give her 
Twenty Thouſand Beauties more, 


Were Florella proud and foure, 
Apt to mock a Lover's Care, 
Juſtly then you'd pray, that Power 
Should be taken from the Fatt ; 
But tho' T ſpread a Blemiſh o'er her, 
No Relief in that you'll nd, 
Still, tond Shepherd, you'd adore her 
For the Beauties of her Mind. 


SONG CXX. 


* treſh as 2 Roſe, ew 
Young, buxom, and full of Jolli:y, 
Take no Spouſe among Beaus, 

Fond ot their raking Quality 
He who wears à long Bilh, 

all powder d down from his Pericrane, 
And with Noſe full ot Snuſh, 

S§nuffles out Love in merry Vein. 


Who to Dames of high Place 

Does prattle like any Parrot 200. 
Yer, with Doxies a Brace, 

At Night piggs in a Garre: too 
Patrimony outrun, 

To make a tine Shew to carry thee ? 
Plainly, Friend, thou'rt undone. 

It ſuch a Creatuſe marry ttiee 
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Then for fear of a Bride, 
Of flattering Noiſe and Vanity, 


Yoke a Lad of our Tribe, M 
He'll ſhew thee bet Humanity * | oa 
Flaſhy thou wilt nd Love, | Wich 
In civil as well as ſecular; Ve 
Bur when Spirit doth move, | 
We have 2 Gitt particular. = 
Tho? our Graveneſs is Pride, | | | Or as 
That Boobies the more may veneratc ; | T le 
He that gets a good Bride 
Can jump when he's to generate ; But nc 
Off then goes the Diſguiſe, &nc 
To Bed in his Arms he'l] carry thee : The te 
Then be happy and wiſe, Are 
Take Tea and Nay io marry thee, An eay 
— — ö Doe 
And 1c 


Oung Cupid 1 find 


To ſubdue me inclin'd, | Ye Ny 

t at length I a Stratagem found, e 

That will rid me of him, re gen 

For III drink to the Brim, Ye « 
And unleſs he can ſwim, | 1 

Re like other Puppies will dro z, | With: 

Ai 

© react 


oP 2 | Tor 


cf ENGLISH SONCS. 


'Y Days have been ſo wond'rous free, 
V The littie Birds that fly, 


with carcleſs Eaſe, trom Tree to Tree, 
Were but as bleſt as J. 


— 


| Ask gliding Waters, if a Tear 

Of mine incieas'd their Stream; 
br ask the flying Gales, it e'er 
| I lent 2 "_ to them. 


But now my tormer Days retire, 
And I'm by Beauty caught: 

The tender Chains of ſweet Defire 
Are fixt upon my Thought. 
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An eager Hope within my Breaſt 

* ö Does every Doubt controul; 

And lovely Nancy ſtands conſeſt 
The Fav'rite of my Soul. 


Ye Nightingales, ye twiſting Vines, 

Le Swains that haunt the Grove, 

re gentle Ecchoe's, breezy Winds, 
Ye cloſe Retreats of Love; 


With all of Nature, all of Art, 
Aſſiſt the dear Defign ; 
© reach a young unpract is d Heart, 
To make her ever mine. 
N 


— 


— 


— 
— 
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The very Thought ot Change I hate, 
As much as of Deſpair, 

And hardly covet to be great, 

Uuleſs it be tor her. 


Tis true, the Paſſion in my Micd - 


Is mixt with ſott Diſtreſs; + 3 


Yet while the Fair I love is kind, } 
I cannot will. it leſs. 


— 


SONG CxxIII. 


Weet are the Charms of her I love, 


More tragrant than the Damask Roſe ; | 


Soft as the Down of Tuitie-Dove, 
Gentle as Winds When Zephyr blows , 
Refreſhing as deſcending Rains 


To ſun- burnt Climes and thirſty P Leim. N 
| 


True as the Needle to the Pole, 
Or as the Dial to tne Sun, | 
Conſtant as gliding Waters roll, 
Whoſe ſwelling Tides obey che 24991 , 
From ev'ry other Char mei tree, 
My Life and Love ſhall tyullow rice. 


The Lamb the Flow'ry Thyme devaurs, | 
The Dam the tender Kid purſues ; 
Sweet Philomel, in thady Bow'rs 
Ot verdaut Spring her Note renews ; 
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All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my Soul's Deſire. 


Nature muſt change her beau:cous Face, 
| And vary as the Seaſons riſe; 
5 Winter to the Spring gives Place, 
Summer th' Approach ot Autumn flies 
| No Change on Love the Sca ſons bring, 
Love only knows perpetual Spring. 


|} Devouring Time, with ſtealing Pace, 
| Makes lofty Oaks and Cedars bow 3 
And Marble Tow'rs and Walls of Braſs 
In his rude March he levels low : 
But Time deſtroying tar and wide, 
Love from the Soul can ne'er divide. 


* * 3 22 KK — 
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Death only, with his cruel Dart, 
The gentle Godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding Heart, 
To mingle with the Bicſt above; 
Where known to all his Kindred Train, 
He finds a laſting Reſt from Pain, 
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Love and his Siſter fair, the Soul, 

Twin. born from Heav'n together came: 
Love will the Univerſe controul, | 
| When dying Seaſons loſe their Name ; 
Divine Abodes ſhall own his Pow'r, 
| When Time and Death ſhall be no more. 


N 2 
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O® all the Girls that are fo ſmart, 
There's none like pretty Sally: 


She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley: 

There is no Lady in the Land 
Is half ſo ſweet as Sally; 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 
Aud the lives in our Alley. 

Her Father he makes Cabbage-Nets, 
And thro” the Streets doth cry em; 

Her Mother ſhe ſells Laces long 
To ſuch as pleaſe to buy em; 

Bur fure ſuch Folks could ne'er beget 

So ſweet a Girl as Sally: 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 

When ſhe is by, I leave my Work, 
I love her ſo hncerely ; 

My Maſter comes like any Turk, 
And bangs me moſt ſeverely : 

| Bur let him bang his Belly full, 
I'll bear it all tor Sally, 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 

And ſhe lives in our Alley. 

Of all the Days are in the Week, 

I dearly love but one Day, | 


And that's the Day that comes betwixt 


The Saturday and Monday; 


| 


For the! 
To v 
She is 
And 
My Ma 
And 
Becauic 
As .. 

I leave 
And 
She is 
And 
When 
O! 1 
I'll ho: 
And 
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For then I'm dieſt all in my beſt, 
To walk abroad with Sally; 
She is the Darling of my Heart, 

And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


My Maſter carries me to Church, 
And often am I blamed, 

Becauſe I leave him in the Lurch, 
As ſoon as Text is named: 

I leave the Church in Sermon-time, 
And flink away with Sally, 

She is the darling of my Hearr, 

And ſhe lives in our Alley. 

When Chriſtmas comes about again 
O! then I {hall have Money, 

I'!l hoard it up, and box it all, 
And give it to my Honey: 

I wou'd i; were Ten Thouſand Pounds, 
I'd give it all to Sally; 

She is the Darling ot my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


My Maſter and the Neighbours all 
Make Game of me and Su!ly, 

And (but tor her) I'd better be 
A Slave, and row a Galley; 

Dat when my ſeven long Years ale out, 
O! then I' marry Sadly, 

VG! then we'll wed, and the!) we'll bed, 
Put not in our Alley. 

N 4 


— 
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SONG CXXV. 


Ould you have a young Virgin of Fifreen 


Years, 


You muſt tickle her Fancy with Sweets and Dear, 


Ever toy ing and playing, and ſweetly, ſweetly 
Sing a Love-Sonuet, and charm her Ears; 
Wittily, prictily talk her down, 
Chaſe her, and praile her, it fair or brown; 
Sooth her, and ſmooth her, 
And teaze her, and pleaſe her, 
And touch but her Smicket, and all's your own, 


Do you fancy a Widow well known in Man, 
With a From of Aſſurance come boldly on; 
Be at her each Momem, and briskly, briskly 
Put hei in Mind how her Time ſeals on; 
Rattle and prattle, altho' ſhe trown, 
Rouze her, and rouze her from Morn to Noon, 
And ſhew her ſome Hour 
You'll anſwer her Dow'r, 
and get but her Writings, and all's your own, 


Bo you fancy a Punk of à Humour free, 
That's kept by a Fumbler of Quality, 
You muſt i al at her Keeper, and tell her, tell her, 
That Picaſuic's beſt Charm is Variety: 
Swear her much :2izcr than all the Town, 
Try her, and ply her when Cully's gone, 
Dog her, and jug her, 
And meet her, and treat her, 
nd kiſs with 2 Guines, and all's ; our n, 


| 


| 
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S O NG CXXVI. 


Ne. (Y all Comtorts I miicarry'd, 
| When I play'd the Sor and marry'd; 


is a Trap there's none need doubt on't, 
Thoſe that are in would tain get out on't. 


She. Fie! my Dear, pray come to Bed, 

That Napkin take, and bind your Head, 

Too much Drink your Brains has dos'd, 
You'll be quite alter'd when repos'd. 


He. *Oons 'tis all one, it 'm up or lie down 
l I 


For as ſoon as the Cock crows I'll be gone. 
She, *Tis to grieve me, thus you leave me, 
Was I, was I made a Wife to lie alone ? 


He. From your Arms my ſelf divorcing, 
I this Morn muſt ride a courfing, 

A Sport that tar excels a Madam, 

Or all the Wives have been ſince Adam. 


She, I, when thus I've loſt my Due, 


Muſt hug my Pillow, wanting you 


And whilſt you rope it all the Day, 
Regale in Cups of harmieis Tea. 


He, Pox, what care 1? drink your Slops till you 
die, 

Vonder's Brandy will keep me a Month from home, 

She. It thus parted, I'm broken hearted; 


When 1, when I ſend for you, my Dear, pray 
come. 
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He. Ere 1'l] be from Rambling hiuder'd, 
T'll renounce my Spouſe and Kindred ; 

To be ſober I've no Leiſure, 

What's 2 Man without his Pleaſure ? 


She. To my Griet then 1 muſt ſee, 
Strong Wine and Nants my Rivals be; 
Whilſt you carouſe ic with your Blades, 
Poor I fit itching with my Maids. 


He, Oons! you may go to your Goſſips you know, 
And there, it you meet with a Friend, pray do. 
She. Go, ye Joker, go, Provoker, 


Never, never {hall 1 meet a Man like you. 


SONG CXXVIL 
| H O* cruel you ſeem to my Pain, 
And hate me becauſe I am nue; 

Yet, Phzllzs, you love a falſe Swain, 

Who has other Nympts in his View 2: 
Enjoymemt's a Trifle to him, 

To me what a Heav'n it would be; 
To him but a Woman you ſeem, 

But ah! you're an Angel to me. 


Thoſe Lips which he touches in Hate, 
To them 1 for ever could grow, 

Still clinging around that dear Waiſt, 
Which he ſpans as beſide him you go; 

That Arm, like a Lily ſo white, 
Which over his Shoulders you lay, 
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My Boſom could warm it all Night, 
My Lips they would preſs u H Day. 


were I like a Monarch to reign, 
The Graces my Subjects to be, 

I'd leave them, and fly to the Plain, 

To dwell in a Cottage with thee : 

| But if I muſt feel thy Diſcain, 
If Tears cannot Cruelty crown, 
| 0! let me not live in this Pain, 
| But give me my Dea th in a Frown, 


] 


14! 


"SONG CXXVIL 


Mongſt the Willows on the Graſs, 


Young Willy courted bonny Beſs, 
And Nell ftood liſt'ning by: 

Says Will, we will not tarry 
Two Months before we marry. 

| No, no, fie no, never never tell me fo, 
For a Maid T'l] live and die. 


| Sos Nell, So ſhall not I, 


Says Nell, &e. 


long time betwixt Hope and Deſpair, 
1 And Kiſſes mixt between, 

| He with a Song cid charm her Ear, 
Thinking ſhe chang'd had been; 


| days Will, I want a Bleſſing, 
| Subltantialler than Killing. 


| Where Nymphs and Shepherds lic, 


— — — —— — 
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No, no, fie no, never never tell me ſo, The — 
For I will never change my Mind: Nim , 
Says Nell, She'll prove more kind, And oui 
Stys Nell, &c, is a hot 

Smart Pain the Vis gin hnds, | —_. 


Altho' by Na: ure taught, 


When ſhe frft to Man inclines: | ome 
Quot h Nell, IA vonture that, | enk 

Oh! who wou d loie a Treaſure, 
For ſuch a puny Pleaſure ! | Rofie B 
Not I, not I. no, a Maid 1I';] live and tie, | While 
And to my Vow be true. And the F 
Quoth Nell. The more Fool you, | Th'Inc 
Auot h Nell, we, From t 
Gently hu 


To my Cloſet II! repair, | | 
And read on godly Books, | The ga 


Forget vain Love, and woridly Caze- . he | 

Nuorb Nell, That likely looks 55 Zephy 
You Men are all peifidious, As the 
But Iwill be religious, | te "Wl 
Try all, fly all, and while I breake, cefyall, | And Ecc 


Your Sex I now deſpiſe. | 
Says Nell, By Jove, ſhe , | Oh! y 
Says Nell, &c. 


How 

| — | Love is 

; | | Your | 
SONG CXXIX. | And y 

HEN the bright God of Day * you re 


Drove to weſt ward each Ray, 
And the Evening was charming and clear, 
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The Swaliows ama 
Nimbly skim o'er the Plain, 
And our Shadows like Giants appear, 
| 


In a jeſſamine Bow'r, 
When the Bean was in Flow'r, 
And Zephy bicath'd Odours around; 
Lovely Silv:a was fat, 
With a Song and Spinnet, 
To charm all the Grove with the Sound, 


Roſie Bowers ſhe ſung, 
While the Harmony rung, 
And the Birds they all flutt'ripg ſti ive; 
| Th' Induſtrious Bees 
From the Flowers and Trees, 
Gently hum with the Sweets to their Hive, 


| The gay God of Love, 
| As he rang'd o'er the Grove, 
iy Zephyr conducted along; 
As the touch'd oer the Strings, 
He beat time with his Wings, 
And Eccho repeated the Sono. 


all, 


Oh! ye Rovers, beware 

How ye venture too near, 

— | Love is doubly arm'd tor to wound; 
Your Fate you can't ſhun, 

| And you're ſurely undone, 

E you raſhly approach near che Sound. 
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8 O NG CXXX. 
IERE all People and Sports, 
Ot all S:zes and Sorts, 
Coach'd Damſel and *Squzre, 
And Mob 1n the Mire, 
Ta pau'ins, Trugmallions, 
Lords, Ladies, Sows Babies, 


And LToobzcs in Scores; 


Some hawling, ſome bawling, 
Some leering, ſome fleering, 
Some loving, ſome ſhoving. 

With Legions of furbelow'd Whores, 


To the Tavern ſome go, 
And ſome to the Show, 

See Poppers and Moppets, 
Jack-Puddens tor Cuddens, 
Rope-dancing, Mares prancing, 
Boats flying, Packs lying, 
Pick-Pockets, Pick-Plackets, 


_ Reafts, Butchers and Beaus : 


Fops prattling, Dice raitling, 

Rooks ſhamming, Purrs damning, 

Woores painted, Mis tainted 
In Tally-mens turbelow'd Clothes. 


The Mobs Joys won'd ye know, 
To yon Mulick- Houſe go, 

Ser Taylors and Sailors, 
Whores, Mctly and Dolly, 


For Fai 


4 4 - 
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Hear Muſick makes you ſick ; 


Some skipping, ſome cripping, 
Some ſmoking, ſome joking, 
Like Spigget aud Tap ; 
Short Meaſure, ſtrange Pleaſure, 
Thus ſwilling and billing, 
Some yearly get fairly | 
For Fairings, Pig, Pork, and 2 Clap. 


SONG CXXXI. 
E E, Sirs, ſee here! a Doctor rare, 
Who travels much at home 
Here take my Pills, they cure all Ills, 
Paſt, preſent, aud to come; 
The Cramp, the Stitch, the Squirt, the 1: b. 
The Gout, the Stone, the Pox, 
The Mulligrubs, the bonny Scrubs, 
And all Pandora's Box : 
Thouſands I've difle ted, 
— Thouſands new ereaed, 
And ſuch Cures effected, 
as none &er can tell; 
Let the Palſy ſhake ye, 
Let the Cholick rake ye, 
Let the Crinkums break ye, 
Let the Murrain take ye, 
Take this, take this, and you are wel: : 
Thouſands, &c. 


2 


Big-belly*'d Maids, old founder'd Jades, 
And pepper'd Vizard Cracks; 

I ſoon remove the Pains ot Love, 
And cure the love-ſick Maid, 


The Young, the Old, the Hot, the Cold, 


The Living and the Dead ; 

I clear the Laſs with Wainſcot Face, 
And from Pim-gennets free 

Plump Ladies red like Saracen's Head 
With toping Ratafie. 


This, wich a Jirk, will do your Work, 


And ſcour ye o'er and o'er; 
Read, judge, and try; and if you die, 
Never believe me more. 
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Come Wits ſo keen, devour'd with Spleen, 
And Reaus who've ſprain'd your Backs, 


SONG CXXXII. 
„ Song you ſhall hear, 
| Begun with a Tri fie, and ended: 
All triffing People draw near, 
And 1 ſhall be nobly attended. 


Were ir not for Tri les a few, 
That lately have come into Play, 
The Men would want ſomething to do, 


And the Women waut ſomething to ſay, 


What makes Men #rzfle in dreſſing? 
Becauſe the Ladies, they Know, 
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Admire, by often poſſeſſing . | 
That eminent Trzfle, a Beau, 


When the Lover his Moments has treficd, 


The Triſie of Triſles to gain, 

No ſooner the Virgin is rifled, 

But à Trifle ſhill part them again. 

What mortal Man would be able 

At Whzrc's halt an Hour to fit? 

Or who could bear a Tea-Table, | 
Without talking Trzfies for Wit? 
The Court is trom Trifles ſecure, 

Sold Keys are no Trifles, we fee; 

White Rods are no Trifles, I'm ſure, 
Whatever their Bearers may be. 

But it you will go to the Piace 

Where Trzfles abundantly breed, 

The Levee will ſhew you his Grace 
Makes Promiſes Trifles indeed. 

A Coach with Six Footmen behind, 

I count neither Trefle nor Sin, 

But, ye Gods! how oft do we find 

| A ſcandalous Trifle within ? 

A Flask of Champaign, People think it 

A Trifle, or ſomething as bad; 

But if you'll contrive how to drink it, 
You'll find ic no Trifle, by Gad. 


O 2 
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A Parſon's a Trifle at Sea, 

A Widow's a Trific in Sorrow; 
A Peace is a Triſie to Day, 

Who knows what may happen to morrow. 
A Black-Coat a Trifle may cloak, | 

Or to hide it a Red may endeavour ; 
But it once the Army is vroke, 

We ſhall have more Tri fles than ever. 
The Stage is a Tizfle, they ſay, | 
The Reaſon pray carry along, | 
Becauſe at ev'ry new Play, 1 
The Houſe they with Triſles ſo throng. | 
But with People's Malice to lfte, 

And to ſer us all on a Foot, | 
The Author of this is a T-zfle, | 

And his Song is a Trzfle to boot, | 


— 


SONG CXXXIII. 
N ſpite of Love, at length I've found 
A Miſtreſs that will pleaſe me, 


Her Humour tree, and unconfin'd, | — 
Both Night and Day ſhe'll eaſe me; 3 
No jealous Thoughts diſturb my Mind, [ 0 
Tho? ſhe's enjoy'd by all Mankind; C 
Then drink and never ſpare it, And gi 
Tis 2 Bottle of good Claret, Vll ung 


It you, thro” all her naked Charms 
Ber little Mouth diſcover, 
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Then take her bluſhing to your Arms, 
And uſe her like a Lover ; 
Such Liquor ſhe'll diſlil from thence, 
As will tranſport your raviſh'd Senſe, 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 
'Tis 2 Bottle of good Claret. 
But beſt of all! ſhe has no Tongue, 
Submiſſive ſhe obeys me, 
She's fully better old than young, 
And till to ſmiling ſways me; 
Her Skin is ſmooth, Complexion black, 
And has a moſt delicious Smack ; 
© Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 
'Tis a Bottle of good Claret. 
If you her Excellence would raſte, 
Be ſure you uſe her kind, Sir, 
Clap your Hand about her Waiſt, 
And raiſe her up behind, Sir, 
As for her Bottom, never doubt, 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; 


Then drink and never ſpare it, 


'Tis à Bottle of good Claret, 


E — — 


. SONG CXXXIV. 


OME hither, good People, both aged and 


young, 


And give your Attention to my merry Song, 
Il ſinm you a true one, and not hold you long, 
* a down, down, up and down, 
derry, derry, down. 


O 3 
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A Parſon there was, and whoſe Name I could tell, 
But if I do not, it may be full as well, | 
Whoſe Wife did all Tor kſhire in Beauty excel, 

| Wh a down, &c, 


Her Texture ſo perſect, her Eyes black as Sloe, 

Her Hair curling ſhone, and like Jet it did ſhow, 

Which often denotes tis the fame thing below, 
Wh a down, &c. 


A ſprightly young Spark ſhe had ſmitten ſo deep, 

Nor Day had he Quiet, nor Night had he Sleep, 

Which made him think how to her Bed he ſhould 
creep, With a down, &c. 


Aſſiſtance he wanted, and then did unbend 
His Mind to 2 Brother, beſure a good Friend, 


Who ſaid, fear not, Wars, thou ſhalt compaſs thy | 


End, | Wzth a down, &c. 


n Woman's Apparel dreſs out, and be gay, 
T' venture my Life on':, *twill be a ture way, 


It you coudeſcead but to what 1 (hall ſay, 
With a down, &c. 


And thus to old Tack-'em's this Couple rode on: 
Near Doctor, ſays Frank, here's a thing to be done, 
Which Office pertorm'd, I all pratctully own, 
th a down, &c. 


This Lady that long has Love's Paſſion dety'd, 
And all my Addreſles fo often deny d, 


il now make me happy, 5 ra _ RO. 
+20) 4 4077, &. 


You ſo r 
I hope 1 


| Such ger 


This be 
To put t 
In Mir: 

we 


No ſoon 


Wart, f 
Dear NI. 


7 


— en nm. 


Says Frank, I confeſs, sir, you are perfectly 


No ſooner in Bed then, but with a bold Grace, 
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"Tis paſt the Canonical Hour, ſaid he, 4 
And till the next Morning you know ĩt can't be, ; 


And then I'll attend you, Sir, gnoft readily, 
With a down, &c. 


right, 
But here lies the Hardſhip, we can't while * 
light, 
Get to the next Town tor a Lodging to Light, | 
With a down, &c. q 


Take no Care of that, Sir, for thus it ſhall be, 

The Lady, it ſhe think it fir to agree, 

Shall lie with my Dearcſt, and you lie wich me, 
With 4 down, &. 


You ſo much oblige me in hat you now ſay, " 


| Thope in Return I thall find out a Way, 


Such Feverous Kinduels with Thanks to repay, f 
With a down, &c. 44 


This being agreed on, both Sides did conſent, 

To put tae Glaſs round, and the Evening was ſpen: 

In Mirth and good Chas, then to Bed they all 
went, 


W, ith a down, &c. 


Wart, full of Defire, thus opeu'd the Caſe, 
Dear Madam, ſays he, 2 muſt---then did embrace, 
With 4 down, &c. 


A 
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Confounded ſhe lay, and not able to ſpeak, 
To think how theſe Wags had deceiv'd her and 
Dick, a | 
Bur at laſt ſhe was pleas'd with the Frolick and 
Trick, | 
| With a down, &c. 


He pleas'd her ſo well, that tranſported ſhe lay, 
 Contriving and plotting tor his longer Stay, 
Which thus to her Husband ſhe form'd the next 
Day, | | 
eth 4 down, &c. 


This Lady, my Deareſt, laſt Night, full of Grief, 


Oft hugg'd me, aud told me, I can't, for my Life, 
Conſent, tho' I've promis'd him, to be his Wife, 
e Wzth 4 down, &c. 


To Morrow (ſaid ſhe) and then freely went on, 
Tho' I love him, my Heart tells me I muſt be gone, 
It io, the poor Man, you know may be undone, 

| With 2 down, &c. 


Now how to prevent this I'll think of a Way, 

If I can perſuade her ſome time here to ſtay, 

And chat's 2 good Office, I'm ſure you will ſay, 
Wzth a down, &c. 


'Tis ſo, my dear Creature, pray do whar youcan, 

To pleaſe her, and bring her to Humour again, 

And I'M do my beſt to divert the poor Man, 
With a down, &c, 


NT In 
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The Plot ſo well taken, made both their Iearts 
bound, 
All Night, and all Day too, whenever they found 
Convenience for Paſt ime, her Pleaſure he crown'd, 
Hith a down, &c. 


And thus my Friend Watt his full Swing did ob- 


rain, 


The Wife too in Tranſport 2 whole Week did 


reign, 


And the Man, ue'er the worſe, had his Mare back 


again, With a dern, &c. 


SONG CXXXV. 

N HILLIS, the faireft o. Love's Fors, 
Tho' fiercer than a Dragon, 

Phillis, chat ſcorn'd the powder'd Beaus, 

What has ſhe now to brag on? 

What has ſhe now to brag on? 


What bas ſhe, &c. \ 


So long the kept her Limbs ſo cloſe, 
Till they had ne'er a Rag on. 
Compell'd chro' Want, the wretched Maid 
Did fad Complaints begin, | 
Which ſurly Strephon hearing, ſaid, 
It was both Shame and Sin, 
It was both Shame and Sin, 
It was both, Bec. 
To pity ſuch a lazy Jade, - 
Who'd neither kiſs noi ſpins 
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SONG CXXXVL 


W HEN as Corruption hence did 80, 


And lett the Nation free, 

When Ay ſaid ay, and No ſaid no, 
Without a Place or Fee; 

Then Satan, thinking things went ill, 

Sent forth his Spirit, call'd Quadrille; 


2uadrille, Quadrille, Quadrille. 


Kings, Queens, and Knaves, made up his Pack, 
And tour tair Suits he wore, 

His Troops they were with red and black 
All blotch'd and ſported v'er; 

And ev'ry Houſe, go where you will, 

Is haunted by this Imp, Quadrzile, 

Sure Cards he has for ev'ry thing, 
Which well Court-Cards they name, 


And, Stareſman-like, calls in the Ring, 


To help out a bad Game; 

But if the Parties manage ill, 

The Ning is torc'd to loſe Codille. 

When two and two were met of old, 
Tho' they ne*er meant to marry, 

They were in Cupid's Books enroll'd, 
And call'd a Party Qzarrec ; 

But now, meet when and where you will, 

A Party Quarrce is Puadrille, 

The Commoner, the Knight and Peer, 
Mea of all Ranks and Fame, | 


. 


- 


| 


— 
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| Leave to their Wives dhe only Care 


To propagate their Name; 


| And well that Duty they fulfil, 


While the good Husband's at Quadrille, 
When Patient lies in piteous Caſe, 
In comes th' Apothecary, 


And to the Doctor cries, alas! 


Non deves Duadrillare ; 
The Patient dies without a Pill, 
For why? the Doctor's at Zuadrzlle, 


Should France and Spain again grow loud, 


The Muſcovzte grow louder, 


Britain, to curb her Neighbours proud, 


Would want both Ball and Powder ; 
Muſt want both Sword and Gun to kill, 


For why? che Gen'ral's a: Aude. 


The King of late drew :orth his Sword, 
(Thank God, t was not in Wrath) 
And made of many a *Squire and Lord, 
An unwaſh'd Knight ot Bath ; 
What are theſe Fears of Arms and Sk ill, 
They re but nine Parties at Quad / ille. 
A Party late at Camb/ ay met, 
Which drew all Europe's Eyes; 
Twas call'd, in Poſt-Boy and Gaxerre, 
The Quadruple Allies: 
But ſome body took fomet bing ill, 
$o broke this Party at Qο adi ille. 
And now God {ave this noble Realm; 
And God {ave cke Hanover, 
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And God ſave thoſe who hold the Helm, 
When as the King goes over; 

Bur let the King go where he will, 

His Subjects muſt play at Quadyille. 


SONG CXXXVIL 


O Lordlings proud I tune my Song. 


Who fcait in Bow'r or Hall; 
Tho' Dukes they be, yet Dukes ſhall ſee 
That Pride will have a Fall. 


Now that this ſame it is right ſooch, 
Full plain it doch appear, 

From what bejel John Duke of Gut ſe, 
And Nic of Lancaſtere. | 

When Richard ceur de Lyon reign'd, 
(Which means 2 Lyon's Heart) 

Like him his Barons rag'd and roar'd, 
Each play'd a Lyon's Part. 

A Word and Blow was then enough, 
Such Honour did them prick, 

If you but turn'd your Cheek, a Cuft, 
And if your A——e, a Kick. 


Look in their Face, they tweak'd your Noſe, 


At ev'ry Turn fell to't; 
Come near, they trod upon your Toes : 
They fought from Head to Foot. 
ff theſe, the Duke of Lancaſtere 
Stood paramount in Pride; 


— — — — 
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ne kick'd and cuff'd, and tweak'd and :ro. 


His Foes and Friends betide, 

Firm on his Lront his Beaver fat, 

So broad, it hid his Chin; 

For why ? he thought no Man lus dates 
And fear'd to tan his Skin, 


with Spanzſh Wool he dy'd his . 
With Eflence oil'd his Hair; 

No vixen Civet-Cat more ſweet, 
Nor more cou'd ſcratch and tear. 

Right tal he made himſelt to ſhow, 
Tho' made tull ſhort by Gd; 

And when all other Dukes did bow, 
This Duke did only nod. 


Yet courteous, blithe, and debonai: 


To Cu, s Duke was he,; 


Never was {uch a loving Pair, 
Why did they diſagree / 

Oh! thus it was, he lov'd him dea“, 
And caſt how to requice him; 
And having no Fri tend leit but this, 
He deem'd it meet to gut him. 


For:h wich he drench'd his de ſp' tate (:. 


And thus he did invite: 
This Eve at Whisk gurſel: will play, 
Sir Duke be heie 20 Nig! 
An no: ah no, the guilric!s Guiſe 
Demurcly did reply; 
Þ 
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I cannot go, nor yet can ſtand, 
So lore the Gout have 1, 


The Duke in Wrath call'd for his Steeds, 
And fiercely drove them on ; 

Lord! Lord! how rattled then thy Stones, 
O Kingly Kenſington ! 


All in a trice on Gut ſe he ruſh'd, 
Thruft out his Lady dear; 


He tweak'd his Nole, trod on his Toes, 


And ſmote him on the Ear. 


Bur mark how, 'midit of Victory, 
Fate ſhews an old Dog- trick; 


Up ieap'd Duke John, and knock'd him down, 


And ſo down fell Duke Nic. 


Alas, oh Nec oh Nic, alas! 
Right did thy Goſſip cali thee ; 


As who ſhali ſay, alas the Day 


When John of Gus ſe ſhall maul hee: 


For on thee did he clap his Chair, 
And on that Chair did ſit; 

And look'd as it he meant therein 
To do what was not fit. 


Up did'ſt thou look, oh woful Duke ! 
Thy Mouth yet durſt not ope, 

Cerxes, tor tear oi finding there 
A T — d iiftead of Trope. 

Lie there, thou Caitiff vile {ovoth Guije) 
No Sheet is here to ſave thee, 
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« The Caſement it is ſhut likewiſe, 
« Beneath my Feet 1 have thee. . 


It thou haſt aught to ſay, now ſpeak 3 
« Then Lancaſtc Yeo did cry, : : 
© Know'ſt thou not me, nor yet thy ſeli, 

« Who thou, and who am 1? 


'© Know'ſt thou not me, who (God be prais', 
« Have baw!'d and quarrell'd more 

„ Than all the Line of Lancaſtere 
« That battled he retotore 


« In Senates fam'd for many 2 Speech, 
« And what ſome Awe muſt give ye, 
© Tho laid thus Low beneath thy Breech, 

« Still of the Council Privy. 
« Still of the Duchy Chancellor, 
„ Durante Life I have it, | 
And tur! (as now thou do'ſt on me) 

© Mine Ae on them that gave it. 


Bu: now the Servants they ruſh'd in, 
And Duke Nic up leap'd he; x 

© I will not cope againſt ſuch Odds, 
4 Bur, Guzſe, I'll fight with thee. 


* To morrow with thee will I fight 
„Under the Green-wood Tree: 

No, not to morrow, but to night 
*.{Quoth Guiſe) I'il fight with thee. 


P 2 
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And now the Sun declining low 

Beſtreak'd with Blood the Skies, 
When with his Swoid at ſaddle Bow 
Rode forth the vaiiant Guz/e. 


Full gently praunc'd he on the Lawn, 
Oft row1'd his Eyes around, 

And from his Sterrup ſtretch'd to Hud 
Who was not to be found. 


Long brandiſh'd he the Blade in Aix, 
Long look'd the Field all o'er, 


Ac length he ſpy d the merry Men brows, 


And eke the Coach and Four, 


From out the Boot bold Nzcholas » 
Did wave his Wand ſo white, 

As pointing out the gloomy Glade 
Whereat he meant to fight. 


All in that dreadful Hour ſo calm 
Was Lancaſtere to ſee, 

As it he meaut to take the Air, 
Or only «ake a Fee, 


And ſo he did; for to New Court 

His trow:1ng Wheels they run, 
Not tha: he N the doubtful "0.7 
But Bus'neſs muſt be done. 


Back in the dark, by Brompton Park, 
He turn'd up thro” the Gore, 

So flunk to Campden- Hou ſe ſo high, 

All in his Coach and Four. 


To chi 


To e 
All he 
And 
The G: 
ud 


of ENGLISH SONGS. 16r 
Mean while Duke Guzſe did fret and fume, 
A Sight it was to ſee, 
Benumm'd beneath the Ev'ning Due, 
Under the Greea-wood Tree, 


Then wet and weary home he far'd, 
Sore mutt'rinę all the way, 

The Day I mee: Nic, he ſhall rue 
The Cudgel of that Day. 


Mean time on ev'ry Piſſing- poſt 
Paſte we this Recteant's Name, 

$o that each Piller-by ſha!l read, 
And pits againſt the ſame. 


Now God preierve our gracious King, 
And grant his Nobles all 5 

May learn this Leſſon from Duke Nic, 
That Pride will have a Fall. 


SONG CXXXVIIL 
AT ot bright Beauties 
In Spring did appear, 

To chuſe a M) -Lady 

To govern the Year ; 
All the Nymphs were in white, 

And the Shepherds in green, 
The Garland Was given, 

And Phillis was Queen, 


Lid 
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But Phi.lis retus'd it, 
And ſig hing did ſay, 

I' not wear a Garland 
While Pan is away, 


While Pan and fair Syrin v 
Are iled trom the Shore, 
The Graces are banilh'd, 

And Love is no more: 
The ſott God ot Picaſure 

That warm'd our Deſires, 
Has broken his Bow, 

And extiaguiſh'd his Fires; 
And vows that himſelt 


And his Mother will mourn, 


Till Pan and tair Syrinx 
In Triumph return, 


Forbear your Adarclics, 

And court us no more, 
For we will pertorm 

Wha: the Deity (wore: 
But it you dare think 

Oi deſerving our Charms, 


And take to your Arms: 

Then Laurcis and Myrtles 
Your Brov's ſhall acorn, 

hen Pan and fair H/ n v 
In Triumph return. 
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SONG CXXXIX. 


fe, WE Oxen do law, 
| And Apple Trees OY” 


Where Corn is ſown, 
And Grais is mown ; 
Where Pigeons do fly, 
And Rooks neftle high, 


Face, give me for Lite a Place. 
She. Where Hay is well cock'd, 


Aud Uiders are ſtroak'd; 
Where Duck and Drake 
Cry, quack, quack, quake; 
Where Turkies lay Eggs, 
And {wine ſuck.e Pigs; 


On! there I Would paſs my Days. 


fe, On nought we will feed, 
But what we can breed. 


| She, And wear on our Backs 


The Wooll ot our Flo:ks; 
And cho' Linnen feel 
Rough {pun trom the Wheel, 


Tis cleanly, cho' coarſe it comes. 


He. Town Pollies and Cullies, 
And Mollics and Dullics, 

For ever adicu and ior ever: 
He. Beans, that in Boxes 
Lie ſmugg' ing their Doxies, 


With Wiz: | hang down to their Bum, 
* © 3 
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He, Goodb'w'ye to the Mall, | 
The Park and Canal, 

St. James's Square, 

And Flaunters there, 

The Gaming-!louſe too, 
Where high Dice and low 


Are manag'd by all Degrees. 


| $he. Adieu to the Knight 
Was bubbl'd laſt Night, 
That keeps a Blowze, 
And beats his Spouſe, 
And then in great Haſte, 
To pay what hö as loſt, 
ends home to cut down his Trees. 
He. And well fare the Lad 
Improves eviy Clod, 
Who ne'er ſet his Hand 
To Bill or to Bond: 
She. Nor barters his Flocks 
For Wine or the Pox, | 
To chouſe him of halt his Days, 
He, But Fiſhing and Fowling, 
And Hunting and Bowling, 
lis Paſtime is ever and ever: 
She Whoſe Lips, when ye buſ; em, 
Smell like che Bran Bloſſom ; 
Oh! he it's ſhall have my Praiſe. 
He. To Taverns where goes 
Soure Apples and S.oes, 7 
A long Auicu ! 
Aud narews! ic 
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The Houſe ot the Great, 

| Whoſe Cook has no ear, 

And Butler can't quench my Thi, 
She, Farewel to the Counge, 

Waere Rantipoles 1ange 3 
Farewe!, cold Tea, 

And Rataice, 
Hide-Park, where Pride 
In Coaches ride, 

\ltho' they be choak'd with Duſt, 
He. Farewel the Law-Gown, 
The Plague ot the Town, 

And Foes ot the Crown, 

That (ſhould be run down: 

| S$be. With City Jick-daws, 


| That make Staple Laws, | \ 
To meaſure by Yards and Ells. : 6 
He, S:ock-j»boers and Swobhers, — 


And Packers and Tackers, 
For ever adieu and for ever: 
We know what you're doing, 


— . — 


And home we are going; 
And ſo you may ring your Balls. : 1 
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But *tis ſor hex Pelt, 
And not foi her ſeli: 
"Tis all Artitice, Artitice all, 


The Maidens arc coy, 
They'll piſh and they'll fie 


And ſwear it you're rude they will call: 


But whiſper ſo low, 
By which you may know, 
"Tis all Ar:ifice, Artince all. 


My Dear, the Wives cry, 
It ever you die, 

To marry again I ne'er ſhall; 
Bur leſs than a Year 
Will make i: appear, 

Tis all Artifice, Artifice all, 


In Matters of State, 
And Party Debate, 
For Church aud for Juſtice we bawl: 
But it you'll attend, 
You'll find in the End, 
Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


( 
While ſhe 
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While ſhe gayly ſmiling, 
| My Anguilh beguiling, 
| augments my Deiig!ii, 


hon bleſt is the Lover 

| Whoſe Torments are over, 

| His Fears and his Paius; 
When Beauty relenting 

Repays with conſenting 

Her Scorn and Diſdain. 


SONG CXLII. 
I Friend and I we drank whole Pifs-pots 
| Full of Sack up :0 the Brim : | 
[drank to my Friend, and he drank his Por, 
So we put about the Whim, | 
Three Bottles and a Quart 
We ſwailow'd dowu our Throat, 
But hang ſuca pur y Sips as theſe) 
We laid us ail alopg 
With our Mou:!:3 unto the Bung, 
and tipp'd whole 715; {ncads of with gate, 


| Theard of a Fop that drark witole Tankaras, 
Stil'd himſel: the Printe ot Sots: 
| It I ſay now, hang ſuch hay Prankards, 
Melt their F!2: gone, break :heir Pots. 
My Friend and I did join 
For a Ce llar ſull of Wine, 
Aud we draak the Viatner out of Door 


I 
F 

* 

1 
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we drank it all up, 
In a Morning, at a Sup, 
And greedily roam'd about tor more. 


My Friend to me did make this Motion, 
Let us to the Vintage skip, | 
Then we imbark'd upon the Ocean, 
Where we found 2 Spanzfh Ship, 
Deeply laden with Wine 
That was ſupertine, 
The Sailors {wore five Hundred Tun, 
We drank it all at Sea, 
Ere we came unto the Key, 
And the Nierchaut ſwore he was quite undone, 


Aſy Friend not having quench'd his Thirſt, 
Said, let's to the Vineyards haſte : 
Strait then we ſail'd to the Canarzes, 
Which aforded uſt a Taſte; 
From thence unto the Rhine, 
Where we drank up all the Wine, 
Till Bacchus cry'd, hold, ye Sots, or ye die 
And iwore he never tound 
In his univerſal Round, 
Such thirſty Souls as my Friend and 1. 


Nur, fie! cries one, what a Brat he makes him, 
He can neither ſtand nor go: | 
Dat, you beralt you, you ie miſtaken, 
Waenc'er knew you a Brat drink (9? 
Tis when we di ink the leaſt, 
Rar ve drink the moſt like Beaſt; 


But when we carouſe it fix in Hand, 
Tis then, and only then, 
That we drink the moſt like Men, 


When we drink till we can neither go nor ſtand. 
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SONG CxLIII. 
He. MRA now Fobn let Fug prevail, 
Doff thy Sword, and take a Flail; 


Wounds and Blows, and ſcorching Heat, 
will abroad be all you'll get. 


He, *Oons! you are mad, ye {imple Jade, 
Be gone, and don't prate. 


Obe. How chink ye I ſhall do wich Hob and Sur, 
And all our Brats, when wanting you? 
ge. When I am rich with Plunder, 


Thou my Gain ſhalt ſhare. 


| She. My Share will be but ſmall, "I 


When bold Dragoons have been pickeering chere 


and the Flay-flints the Germans ſtript dem bare. | 


He, Mind your Spinning, 

Mend your Linnen, 

Look to your Cheeſe you, 

Your Pigs and your Geeſe too. 


| Sr, No, no, 1'll out with you. 


He. Blood and Fire, it you tire 
Thus my Patience 
With Vexations and Narrationt, 
Thumpi. g, thumping, th: 
u the fatal Word, Joan. 


eee eee 
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She. Do, do, I'm good at thumping too. 
He. Morblieu! that Huff ſhall never do. 
She. Come, come, John, let's buſs and be Friends, 
Thus ſtill, thus Love's Quarrel ends ; 
I my Tongue tome times let run, 
But alas! I ſoon have done, 
He. Tis well you're quaſh'd, 
You'd elie been thraſh'd, 
Sure as my Name is John. 
She, Yet tain 1'd know tor what 
You'te all ſo hot, 
To go fight where nothing's got. 
He. Fortune will prove kind, aud we ſhall then 
grow great. 
She. Grow great! and want both Drink and Ment, 
And Coin, unleſs the pamper'd French you beat: 
Ab Jobn take Care John] and learn mote Wit, 
He. Dare you prate ſtill, | 
At this Rare ſtill, | 
And like a Vermin, 
Grudge me Preterment, | 
She, You'li beg, or get a Wooden-Legs 
He. Nay, it Bawling, 
Catterwawling, 
Tittle-tattle, 
Prittle-prattle, 
Still muſt rattle; 
I' be gone, and ſtrait abroad. 
She. Do, do, and fo ſhall Hob and Sue, 
Jus too, and all che ragged Crew, 


S A 


- — — 


Sor. 


of ENGLISH SONGS. 171 


SONG CXLIV. 


NE April Morn, when from the Sea 
Phubus was jult appear ing, 

Damon and Cælia, young and gay, 

Laug ſettled Love endearing ; f 
Met in a Grove to vent their Spleen 9 

On Parents unrelenting; 
He bred of Tory Race had been, 

She of the Tribe Diſſenting. 


. L — 3 - — = 


Celis, whoſe Eyes out ſhone the God 
Newly the Hills adorning, 
Told him, Mamma would be ſtark mad, 
She miſting Pray'rs that Morning; 
Damon, his Arm around her Waiſt, 
Swore that nought ſhould them ſunder, 
Shou'd my rough Dad know how I'm bleſt, 
'Twould make him roar like Thunder. 


Great ones by Ambition blind, 
By Faction fill ſupport it : 
Or where vile Money taints the Mind, 7 
They for Convenience court it : [ 
But mighty Love, that ſcorns to ſhew | 1 
Party ſhall raiſe his Glory, | 
Swears he'll exalt his Vaſſal true. 
Let him be Whig or Tory. 


Ts: | f 


1 
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SONG CXLV. 


TFT AST Sunday at St. Fames's Pray'rs, 


The Prince and Princeſs by, 
I, drefs'd in all my Whale-bone Airs, 
Sat in a Cloſet nigh, | 


I bow'd my Knees, I held my Book, 


Read all the Anſwers o'er ; 


But was prevented by a Look, 


Which pierc'd me from the Door. 


High Thonghrs of Heay'n I came to uſe, 


With the devoureſt Care, 


Which gay young Strepbon made me loſe, 


And all che Raprures there. 


He went to hand me to my Chair, 
And bow'd with courtly Grace ; 
But whiſper'd Love into mine Ear, 
Too warm for that grave Place. 


Love, Love, ſaid he, by all ador'd, 


My tender Heart has won: 


Bur I grew peeviſb at the Word, 


Defar'd be might bz gone. 


He went quĩte out of Sight, while I 
A kinder Anſwer meant; 
By half ſo much repent. 


For, as te 


| Thowhe 


| 


For Mon: 


24; no | 
| 
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SONG CXLVI. | 
He. 8 Times are ſo bad, I muſt tell thee, 
Sweetheart, 
I'm thinking to leave off my Plough and my Car: 
And to the tair City a Journey l' go, 
To better my Fortune, as other Folks do: 
Since ſome have trom Ditches, 
And coarſe Leather Breeches, 
Been rais'd to be Rulers, 
And wallow'd in Kiches, 
Prichee come, come, come, come from chy Wheel; 
For it the Gypſies don't lye, 
I ſhall be a Governour roo e'er I die. 
He. Ah Colzn by all thy late Doings 1 find, 


With Sorrow and Trouble, the Pride of thy Mind- 


Our Sheep now at random diſorderly run, 
And now Sunday's Jacket goes every Day on; 


Ah! what do'ſt thou, what do'ſt thou, what do'ſt 


thou mean? 
He, To make my Shoes clean, 
And foot it to Court to the King and the Queen, 
Where ſhewing my Parts, I Preferment ſhall win. 
He. Fie! *ris better for us to plough and to ſpin;z 
For, as to the Court, when thou happen'ſt to try, 
Taou' lt find nothing got there, unleſs thou can'ſt 
buy: | 
For Money, the Devil and all's to be found, 
24; no good Parts minded without the good 
Pound. 
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He. Why then l' rake Arms, and follow Alarms, 


Hunt Honour, that now-a-days plaguily charms, 


She. And ſo loſe a Limb by a Shot or a Blow, 


And curſe thy ſelf after for leaving the — 


He. Suppoſe I turn Gameſter? 
She. And cheat and be bang'd. 
He. What think'ſt of the Road then? 
She. The high way to be hang'd, 
He. Nice Pimping howe'er yields Profit for Life; 


I' help fome fine Lord to another's fine Wite. 


She. That's dangerous too 

Amongſt the Town-Crew ; 

For ſome of them will do 

The ſame thing by you; 
And then I to cuckold ye may be drawn in: 
Faith, Colzn, tis better I fit here and ſpin. 
He. Will nothing prefer me, what chin of che 

Law ? 


She. O while you live, culin, keep out of that Paw! N 


He. 1'll cant and I'll pray. 
Sbe. And there's nought got that way; 
nere 's no one minds now what thoſe black Ca: 
tle ſay: 
Let all our whole Care be our farming Affair; 
He. To make our Corn grow, and our Apple Trees 
bear. 


Bot . Ambition's a Trade a0 Contentmen: can | 


ſhow. 
She, So I'll to my Diſtaff. 
He. And I'll to my Plough. 
Zotb agazn, Le! all our waole Care, e. 


14 


; 


| 


arms, 
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| 
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SON G cxLun. 
Eave off this fooliſh prating, 

L Talk no more of Whig and Tory, 
Zut drink your Glaſs, 

Round let it paſs, 
The Bottle ſtands before ye; 

Fill it up to the Top, 
Let the Night wich Joy be crown'd, | 

Drink about, ſee it out, 
Love and Friendſhip Kill go round. 


If Claret be a Bleſſing, 


This Night devote to Pleaſure ; 


Let worldly Cares 
And State Aﬀairs, 


de thought on at more Leiſure ? 


Fill ic up to the Top, 


. la de Night with Joy be crown'd, 


Drink abour, ſee it out, 
Love and Friendlhip till go round. 


If any is ſo zealous 

To be a Party-minion, 
Let him drink like me, 
We'll ſoon agree, 

And be of one Opinion : 
Fill your Glaſs, name your Lafs, 

See her Health go ſweetly round, 
Drink about, ſee it our, 


Let the Night wich Joy be crown'd. x 
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SONG CXLVIII. 
Nymph of the Plain | 7 
By a j lly young Swain, 
By a jolly young Swain, | 
Was addie(s'd to be kind: 
But relentleſs 1 find 
| To his Pray'rs ſhe appear'd, 
f Tho” himſelt he ende ar'd 
| In a Manner ſo ſoit, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſſion to meet, | | Non 


How much he ador'd her, 

1 How oft he implor'd her, 

| How oft he implor'd her, 

1 T cannot expreſs; 

ö But he lov'd to Exceſs, 
And ſwore he ſhould die | 
It ſhe would not comply, — 

In a Manner ſo ſott, ſo engaging and ſweet, 

As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſſion to meer; 


While Bluſhes like Roſes, 

Which Nature compoſes, 

Which Nature compoſes, 

Vermilion'd her Face, 

With an Ardout and Grace, 

Which her Lover improv'd, 

When he found he had mov'd, 
in a Manner is ſoſt, ſo engaging and ſwcet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Patton te me:, 


ed, 


1 
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When wak'd from the Joy 

Which their Souls did employ, 

Which their Souls did employ, 

From her ruby warm Lips 

Thouſand Odours he fips, | 4 

At the Sight of her Eyes, ; 

He faints and he dies, 
Ina Manner fo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 
As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſhon to meet. 


Bat how they ſhall part 
Now becomes all their Smart, 
Now becomes all their Smart, 
Till he vow'd to the Fair, 
That to eaſe his own Care, 
He would ſee her again, 
And till then be in Pain, | 
In a Manner ſo ſoft, ſo engaging and ſweet, 


As ſoon might perſuade her his Paſhon to meet. 


„ 


SONG CXLIX. 


2 bright Aurelia tript the Plain, q 


How cheartul then was ſeen | 

The Looks of every jolly Swain, | | 

That trove Azrelza's Heart to gain, | 
With Gambols on che Green? 


Their Sports were innocent and gay. 
Mixt wich a manly Air; 


178 A Select CoLLECT1oN 


"They'd ſing and dance, and pipe and play, 


Each ſtrove to pleaſe ſome ait ient way 
This dear enchanting Fair, 


Th* ambicious Strife ſhe did zemire, 
And equally approve, 
Till Phaon's tuneful Voice and Lyre 
With ſotteſt Muſick did inſpire 
Her Soul to gen'rous Love. 


Their wonred Sport the reſt declin'd, 
Their Arts prov'd all in vain; 

Aurelia's conttant now they find, 

The more they languiſh and repine, 
The more the loves the Swain. 


EE. 


| 


SONG CE 
She. A H! Love, if a God thou wilt be, 
Do Juſtice in Favour of me; 


For yonder approaching I ſee 


A Man with a Beard, 
Who, as I have heard, 
Has often undone 

Door Maids that have none, 
With ſighing, and roying, 
And crying, and lying, 

And ſuch kind ot Foolery. 
He. Fair Maid, by your Leave, 
My Heart does receive 


S:1an.c Pleaſure to meet you here; 


f 


Pray t. 
Nor of 
11] do yo! 


| TI] do yo 


She, My 
My Fath 
And we 
Their 
Then | 
Make 
Nor g 
We're 
Will 1 
Then aw 
He, By 
By Ho! 


Pl do th 


Thou 
Iwan 


Tul do thee, dear Sweet, no harm; 


| 


| Ah! how ſuch a Wife would charm ! 
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Pray trembie not ſo, 

Nor offer to go, 
Il do you no Harm, I ſwear, 
TIl do you no Harm, I ſwear. 
She, My Mother is ſpinning at Home, 
My Father wo: ks hard at the Loom, 
And we are a milk ing come; 

Their Dinner they want, 

Then pray ye, Sir, don't 

Make more adv on't, 

Nor give us Aﬀeront 

We're none or the Town 

Will lie down for a Crown, 
Then away, Sir, and give us Room. 

He, By habus, by Fove, 

By Honour, by Love, 


Thou'rt freſh as a Roſe, 
I want one of thoſe; 
Ah! how ſuch a Wite would charm, 


obe. And can you then like the old Rule. 
Be conjugal, honeſt and dull, 
And marry, and look like a ho” d 
For I muſt be plain, 
All Tricks are in vain ; 
There's nothing can gain 
What you would obtain, 
Like moving and proving 
Dy Wedding, true loving, 
My Leſſon 1 learn; at School! 


180 A Select COLLECTION 
He, I'll do't by this Hand, 
I've Houſes and Land, | 

Eſtate too in good Free · hold; 

My Dear, let us join, 

It all ſhall be thine, | | If * 
i} Beſides a good Purſe of Gold, bh We 
=. Beſides 2 good Purſe of Gold. 1 Ev'ry 

She. You make me now blulh, 1 vow 6 
Ah me ! ſhall I baulk my Cow ? | | - 
Bur ſince the late Oath you have ſwore, For a 
Your Soul ſhall not be 
In Danger for me; 
| ; I'll rather agree 
| Of two to make three: 
5 We'll wed, and we'll bed, 
==” There's no more to be ſaid, 
3 And I'll ne'er go a milking more. 


p 4 


SONG CLI. 
[LJ OW happy are we, 
= Who from thinking are free, 
„ That curbing Diſeaſe of the Mind? 
=. Can indulge ev'ry Taſte, 
| Love where we like beſt, 
Not by dull Reputation coufin'd. 


When we're young, fit to toy, 
Gay Delights we enjoy, 
And have Crouds of new Lovers ſtil] wooing; 
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When we're old and decay'd, | 
We procure tor the Trade, 
Still in every Age we are doing. 


If a Cully we meet, 
We ſpend what we get, 
Ev'ry Day for the next never think; 
When we die, where we go, 
We have no Senſe to know, 
For a Bawd always dies in her iet 


SONG CLII. 


g Am: 2 Whzg, and a Moderate Man, 


O'er a Tub of ftrong Ale, 
Met in Aylesbury Vale, 

Where there liy'd a plump Laſs they call'd buxom 
Nan : 


The Tory a Londoner proud and high, 


The Whzg was a Tradeſman plaguy iy; 
The Trimmer a Farmer, but merry and dry > 
And thus they their Suit began. 
Pretty Nancy, we're come to put in 3 
Reſolv'd upon Wedlock's pleaſing Game ; 
Here's Jacob the big, | 
And Willzam the Whey, 
And Roger the Grigg, 
Jolly Lads as &er were buckled in Giudles faſt: 
Say which you wiil chutc 
To tye wich a Nooſe, 
R 
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For a Wife we muſt carry whate'er comes on't, 
Then think upon't, 


Lou'll ne'er be ſorry when y'nave don't, | 
Nor like us the wor ſe tor our wooing ſo blunt, 


Then tell us who pleaſes beſt, 


The Laſs who was not of the Motion ſhy, 


Tue ripe Years ot her Lite 
Being Twenty and Five, 
To the Words ot her Lovers ſtraĩt made Reply. 
I and you believe me a Girl worth Geld, 
And I know too you like my Cop y-hoid ; 
And ſince Fortune tavours the brisk av tbe bold, 
One of you I mean to try. 
But I'm not for you, nor Sache v yes Cauſe, 
Nor you with your Hcadly's Hums and Haw's; 
No Jacob the big, 
Nor Wrellzam the %ig, 
But Reger the Grigg, 
With his Mirth and Mildneſs happily pleaſe me 
'Tis him Iwill chuſe Lẽn, 
For the conjugal Nooſe; 


So that you the Church Bully may rave and rant, | 


And you may cant, 
Till both are impcach'd in Parliament; 
Tis Union and Peace that the Nation docs wan, 
So I'm for the Aſode rate Man, 


The Tory 1 hate for his Bluſt'r ing Noiſe, 
And the canting young Whzz, 
Be he never ſo big, 
I'll never be catch'd iu nis y Decoys ; 


| 
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| For mean to marry one to my Mind, | 
| No: one that is turning with every Wind; ; 
unt, The Man that is merry, with me he ſhall had q 
I A Million of en Joys: ; 
But I'm not for yon the heAQuring Breed, 5 
Nor you that can krumbie where there 15 no need / 
No Jacob the big. 
| Nor IZA am Shy IVhig, 
ly. | But R-ger the Grigg, 
| With his jolly Humours happy I hope 19 be; F 
2 To him I'll be ry'd, ; 
bold, 1 As 2 beautiful Bride; | j 
T Therefore you the Church Bully way curſe your | 
, | Whigs cant and Prate, [Fate 
'$3 Whiiſt B-zrazn enjoys a happy State, 
1 Which Bieſſing, alas! we have wanted of late, 
A Mderate Man tor me. | 
e me | 1855 | | | ks 
Fs SONG CLI 
rant, | EGGY in Devotion y 
| Bred from tender Years, 1 
From my loving Mot ion | ; 4 
want, Still was call'd to Pray' ns. ; 
| I made muckle Buſt le q 
| Love's dear Fort to win; 4 
but the Kirk Apoſtle | 
| Told her *cwas a Sin. | 
| | : 
R 2 | f 
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Faſting and Repentance, 
And ſuch whining Cant, 

With the Doomſday Sentence, 
Frighted my young Saint. 


He taught her the Duty 
Heav'nly Joys to know; 
i, who lik'd her Beauty, 

Taught her thoſe below, 


Nature took my Par: ſtill, 
Senſe did Reaſon blind, 

That, for all his Art ſtill, 
She to me incliu'd. 


Strange Delights hereafte: 
Did ſo dull appear, 
She, as I had taught her, 
 Vow'd to ſhare em here. 


Faith, *tis worth your Laughter, 


Mongſt the caming Race, 
Neicher Son nor Daughter 
Ever yet had Grace. 


Peggy, on the Sunday, 
With her Daddy vext, 
Came to me on Monday, 

And forgot his Text. 


2 As 
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SONG C. 


A H, how ſweet: it is to love, 
A Ah, how gay is young Deate! 
And what pleaſing Pains we prove, 

When firſt we tee! a Lover's Fire 

Pains of Love are ſweeter far 
Than all vther Pleaſures are. 


Sighs which are from Lovers blown, 
Do but gent!y heave the Heart: 
Een the Tears they ſhed alone, 
Cure, like trickling Balm, their Smart. 
Lovers, when they loſe their Breath, 
Bleed away an eaſy Death. 


Love and Time with Rev'rence uſe, 
Treat 'em like a parting Friend; 
Nor the golden Gitts retuſe 
Which in Youth ſincere they ſends 
For each Year their Price is more, 
And they leſs fimple than before. 


. Le, like Spring-rides, iull aud high, 


Swells in ev'ry yourkful Vein; 
gat each Tide does leſs ſupply, 
Till they quite ſhriak in again; 
7: a Flow in Age appea1, 
Ti ba: Rain, and runs not cler. 
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SONG CLV. 


Pollo 1 will not implore, 
| For he in Fables deals; 
And eke that Man 1 do abhor, 
Who wrote the Per ſian T ales, 
Whoe'er of February laſt, 
Of Flyzng-Poſt the News ſaw, 
Did read with Terror much achaſt 
The Monſter of Rageſ.. 


How Proteus left his wat'ry Couch, 
The Pagan Poets tell; 

He had more Shapes than Scaramorch, 
And in the Deep did dwell. 


Their Proteus and his Flock ſo fair, 
Their Neptune and their I. ton, 
It with this Giant you compare, 
Are Monfters you may ſh —- 0. 

His Stature it is wond'rous high, 
High as the Tow'r of Babel; 
So that his Head propt up the Sk ie, 
Is moſt high- ly probable. 
On a Whale's Back he fat ſull faſt, 
A Dolphin was his Dog; 
With Cabie- Rope, ty'd ro a Maſt, 
His Whale he oft did flog. 
Beneath his Arms did Muſsles cling, 
And Congers fuck each Pap: 
gehind his Buttocks hung two Ling 
Tha: always went Hi -f. 
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Oyſters about him ſtuck like Warts, 
Eels twiſted round his Tail, 
Crabs clamber up his privy Parts, 
Which he crack'd on his Nail. 
His very ſneez ing {hook the Shore, 
He cough'd the Ground aſſunder; 


His Voice was like the Cannon's Roar, 


And he broke Wind like Thunder. 
None did him ſee, tha: ſtood him near, 
Or knew the Words he ſaid; 
For few could ſee, and tew could hear, 
Since al! the Folks were dead. 
O Monſter ! Monſter | who could know 
The Words that from thee came 
Rome and Jeruſalom allo 
Both heard and told the ſame. 
Much he of Anichriſt held forth, 
And much of the Pretender; 
Much of a Monarch in the North, 
That once did lodge a: Bender. 
Ne talked of the King of France, 
Of Engliſh Whig and Tory; 
And how thei: Jars do much advance 
Great- Brit. an's Pow'r and Glory 
The Pope's the Whore of Babylon, 
The Turk he is a Jew 
The Chriſtian is an Infidel, 
That fi:teth in a Pew. 
And yet the Pope ſhall Chriſtian ur- 
In Hopes of his Salvation, 


15 
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Ae \ikewiſe, and Tuland, burn 
At Stake tor Revelation. 
'Gainft Paint and Play- houſes he ſpoke, 
Hoop-pe:ticoats and Tea, 
And Vintners vile, that poiſon Folk, 
And Snuff, and Sodomy. 
This ſaid, he back to Sea did ſlip, 
(Bur firſt eat fifty Muttons) | 
And of his Tail cock'd up the Tip, 
Long as the Worm at 3 —2˙. 
OB da not advertiſe, 
Nor thy huge Worm ſo brag on; 
This Giant voided, of vaſt Size, 
A mighty flying Dragon. ; 
And tho? his Belly made great Roar, 
And raĩs'd the Tempeſt louder, 
"Tis faid he never knew John Moor, 
Nor ſwallow'd his Worm-powder. 
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SONG CLVI. 

S he lay in the Plain, 

His Arm under his Head, 
And his Flock feeding by, 

The fond Cel adon ſaid, 
If Love's a ſweet Paſſion, 

Why does it torment ? 
Tt a bitter (ſaid he) 
| Whence are Lovers covtem / 


„„ 


— EENIENTINY — OPT TE en IE" SE 
i 


Since I f. 
Why | 
Or griev 
When 
vet ſo p 
80 ſot 


That at 


Aud tĩ 


To my 


With. 


And wh 


Meth! 
bu oh! 
Still f 
When k 
To ſe 


la her 1 


of ENGL1SH SONGS. 189 
Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, 
Why ſhould I complain, 
| or grieve at my Fate, 
When 1 know tis in vain ? 
Yet ſo pleaſing the Pain is, 
| 80 ſott is the Dart, 
| That at once it both wounds me 
And tickles my Heart, | 
To my ſelt I ſigh orten, 
Without knowing why, 
And when abſent from Phallzs, 
{ Methinks I could die: 
| But oh! what a Pleaſure 
| 


Still follows my Pain, | 
When kind Fortune does help me 
To ſee her again. 
| la her Eyes (the bright Stars 
| That foretel what's to come) 
By ſoft Stealth, now and then 
I examine my Doom. | 
Igraſp her Hand gent ly, | | 
Look languiſhing down, 1 
And by paſſionate Silence 
I make my Love known. 
| Buroh! how I'm bleſt, 
When fo kind ſhe does prove, 
| By ſome willing Miſtake 
To diſcover her Love; 
When, in ſtriving to hide, 
She reveals all her Flame, 
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And our Eyes tell each other | 
What neither dare name, 
How plerſant is Beauty! 
How ſweet are the Charms 
How delightiul Embraces ! 
How peace:ui her Arms 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy 
As learning to love, 
It's taught us on Earth, 
And by all things above; 
And to Beauty's brig ht Standard 
All Heroes muſt yield, 
For *cis Beauty that conquers, 
And wins the fair Field, 


Thy I 


SONG CLV. 
HEN all was wrapt in dark Midnight, 
And all was faſt aſleep, 
In glided Marg'ret's grimly Ghoſt, 
And ſtood at William's Feet. 


Her Face was like the April Morn, 
Clad in a wint'ry Cloud, 

And Clay-cold was her Liiy Hand, 
That held the ſable Shrowd. 


So ſhall the faireſt Face appear, 
When Youth and Years are flown ; 
Such the Robe that Kings muſt wear, 
hen Death has reft their Crown. 
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fer Bloom was like the ſpringing Flower 
That fips the fi ver Dew; 
The Role was budced in her Cheek, 
And op'ning to the View, | 


| gut Love had, like the Canker-worm, 

| Contum'd her early Prime: 

The Roſe grew pale, and lett her Cheek ; 
She dy'd betore her Time. 


Awake, ſhe cry'd, thy true Love calls, 
Come trom her Midnight Grave; 
| Now let thy Pity hear the Maid 

| Thy Love rctus'd to fave, 


This is the mirk and iearful Hour, 
Which injur'd Ghoſts complain; 
| Now dreary Graves give up their Dea 
To haun: the taithleſs Swain. 


bethink thee, III am, of thy Fault, 
Thy Pledge, 2d broken Oath, 

And give me back my Maiden Vow, 
And give me back my Troth. 


How could you ſay my Face was tai", 
And yet that Face torſake ! 
How could you win my Virgin Heat:, 
Yer leave that Heart to break ' 


How could you promiſe Love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep ! 
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Why did you ſwear mine Eyes were briph:, 
Yet leave thoſe Eyes to weep ! 


How could you ſay my Lips were ſweet, 
And made the Scarlet pale 

And why did 1, young witleſs Maid, 
Believe the flatt' i ing Tale! 


That Face, alas! no more is fair, 
Theſe Lips no longer red; 

Dark are mine Eyes, now clos'd in Death, 

And ev'ry Charm is fled. 


The hungry Worm my Siſter is, 
This Winding-ſheet I wear ; 

And cold and weary laſts our Night, 
"Till thar laſt Morn appear. 


But hark! the Clock has warn'd me hence: 
Along and laſt Adieu! 
Dome ſee, falſe Man, how low lhe lies, 
That dy'd for Love of you. 


Now Birds did fing, and Morning ſmile, 
And ſhew her gliſt'ring Head ; 

Pale N illi am hook in ev'ry Limb, 
Then, raving, left his Bed. 


He hy'd him to the fatal Place 
Where Marg*rct's Body lay, 

And ftretch'd him on the green Graſs Turi, 
That wrapt her breathleſs Clay. 


Ul 
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And thrice he call'd on Marg': et's Name, 
And thrice he wept full ſore; 
Then laid his Cheek to the cold Earth, 
And Word ſpake never more, 
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SONG CLVIL 
X Onfound thoſe dull Fools, 
Who, tor Coftece or Tea, 
Do fly the Delights | 
Ot true Burgundy. 
Hot Water can never 
Dull Humours expel” 
For our Parts, Boys, let“ 
Away to the Bel. 
To our Miſtrefles Healths 
Let's take off our Glailes, 
And laugh at thoſe Tea - dr ĩuk ĩng 
Tolitick Aſſes. | 


— 


SONG CLIX. 


much bigger, 


\ N elderly Lady, whoſe bulky ſquat Figure, 
By Hoop and white Damask, was render'd 


Without Hood, and bare-neck's, to the Park dis 


repair, 


8 


To ſhew her new Clothes, and :o take the freſh Air, 
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Her Shape, her Attire, rais'd a Shour and loud 
Laughter : | 

Away waddles Madam, the Mob hurries after. 


Quoth a Wag then, obſerving the noiſy Crowd 
tollow, 


As ſhe came with 5 Hoop, the is gone with 2 
Hollow. 


SONG CLX. 

N Kent, ſo fam'd of old, 

Near by the plcaſant Knold, 
A Swain a Guddeſs told 
An amorous Story; _ 
Saying, in theſe jarring Days, 
When Kings contend for Bays, 
Your Love my Soul does raiſe 

Above its Glory. 

My Lite, my lovely Dear, 
Whilſt you are ſmiling here, 
The Plants and Flow'rs appear 

Moſt ſweetly charming : 
The Sun may ceaſe to ſhine, 
And all its Pow'rs relagn, 

Your Eyes dart Rays divine, 

All Nature warming. 
Then, leaning on her Breaſt, 
He claſp'd her lovely Waiſt, 
Wirn Words endearing preſt, 

dio Gs of harming 3 


loud 
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| At which the bluſhing Maid, 
Thus, fighing, to him ſaid, 
| My fooliſh Heart's de ray'd, 


By Words {0 charming. 
Near bye there was a Grove, 
A proper Place tor Love, 

To which this couple move, 
Alike deſiring ; 


' She fell into bis Arms, 


And ſaid take all my Charms, 


Love bears his laſt Alarms, 


I'm juſt expiring. 
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SONG CLXI. 
Hile the Lover is thinking, 
With my Friend I'l] be drinking, 


| And with Vigour purſue my Delight; 


While the Fool is delipning 
His fatal Confining, 


with Bacchus 1'll ſpend the whole Night. 


With the God I'll be jolly, 
Without Madneſs and Folly, 

Fickle Woman to marry implore ; 
Leave my Bottle and Friend 
For ſo fooliſh an End! 

When I do, may I never drink more 


8 2 
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SONG CLXII. 


A Fox on ſuch Fools, let the Scoundrels rail, 
Let *em boalt ot their Liberty : 
They're no freer than we, for the World's a Coal. 
And all Men Priſoners be. | | ain 


, The Drunkard's confin'd to his Claret, | — 
The Miſer to his Store: 1 
; The Wit to his Muſe and a Garret, 4 * 
| And the Cully-Cit to his Whore, | 
j The Parſon's confin'd to his Pigs, The 
i The Lawyer to Hatred and Scrite * Doe: 
The Fidler to's Borees and Jiggs, Let's t 

And che Quack to his Gliſter-Pipe. ; Keep 

| Aud 

The Church-man's confin'd to be civi!, A a 


The Quaker's 2 Priſoner to Light: 
The Papiſt is bound to the Devil, 
And the Puritan's tetter'd with Spice. 


Since old Adam's Race are all Pris'uers like us 
Let us merriiy quaff aud fang : le 
2 —$, why ſhould we pine for Liberty thus, 
When we're cach of us free as a King, 


SONG CLXIII. 
ANG the Presbyter Gill, 
- Bring a Pint of Sack, 24, 
Mor: Orthodox of the two; 
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Tho! a lender Diſpute 
Wall ttrike the Elt mute, 
' He is one of the honeſter Crew. 


In a Pint there's ſmall Heart; 
520, Sirrah, bring us a Quart; 
There's Subſtance and Vigour met, 
will hold us in play 
| Some part of the Day, 
put we'll fink him before Sun- ſer. 


Thedaring old Pottle 
Does now bid us battle, 
Let's try what his Strength can do; 
Keep your Ranks and your Files, 
Aud for all his Wiles : 
We'll cumble him down Stairs too, 


The ſtout-breaſted Lombard 
His Brains ne'er incumber'd 
With drinking oi Gallons three: 
 Trycongius was named, 
i And by Ceſar famed, 
i Who dubbed him Knight Cap-a-pee, 


— If then Honour be in't, 
; Why a Pox thouid we ſtint 
| Ourſelves of the Fulneſs it bears ? 
Has leſs Wit than an Ape, 
In the Blood of the Grape 
Will not plunge himſeli o'er Head and Ears 
53 
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Then ſummon the Gallon, 
A ſtout Foe, and a tall one, 
And likely to hold us vo't:; 
Keep but Coin in your Purſe, 
The Word is disburſe, 
i}] warrant he'll ſleep at your Fodor, 


See the bold Foe appears, 
May he tall chat him tears, 
Keep you but cloſe Order, and then 
We'll give him the Rout, 
Be he never ſo ſtout, 
And prepare tor his Rallying agai:: 


Let's drein the whole Cellar, 

Pipes, Butts, and the Dweller, 
i; the Wine flows not the taſter : 
Id, when thou do'ſt ſlack us, 

By Warrant trom Bacchus, 
Weill cane thy Tun-belly'd Maſter, 


SONG CULEXIV. 
OVE, the Sweets oi Love, | 
Are the Joys I molt admire, 
K ind and active Fire 
Of a herce Deſire, 
indulge my Soul, complea: my Bliſs : 
Ba! th' affected Colane!s 
> Calia damps my Boldnets ; 
1 muit bow, 
P:orett ang . 
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And ſwear alvud, 
I wou'd be proud, 
| When ſhe wich equal Ardour longs to kid. 


| Bring a Bow |, then bring a jolly Bowl, 

Pi] quench fond Love within it, 
| With flowing Cups I'll raiſe my Soul, 
And here's to the happy Minute; 
For fluſh'd wich brisk Wine, 

When ſhe's panting and warm, 

And Nature, unguarded, lets loſe her Mind, 

' la the amorous Moment the Gypſie I'll find, 

Oblige her, and take her by Storm. 


SONG CLXV. 
Sen 2a Man does all he can 
T' unſlave himſeit trom a tcolding Wite, 
He cannot get out, but hops about, 2 
Like a mai ry'd Bird in the Cage for Lite: 
She, on Miſchiet bent, is ne'er conteat, 
Which makes the poor Man cry out, 
Rigid Fate, Marriage State, | 
No Reprieve but the Grave, 
on "ris hard Condition. 


© -- 


— — 


Come, I'll tell you how this Wiie to bow, 
And quick'y bring her to her laſt; | 
Your Senſes pleaſe, indulge yuur Eaſe, 
Bat reſiſt no Joy, and each Humour taſte, 


— 


' 
| 


200 A Select COLLECTION 
Then let her ſquaul, and tear and baw], 
And with Whining cry her Eyes out; 
Take 2 Flask, double Flask, 
Whip it up, fip ic up, 
That's your Phyfician. 
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SONG CLXVI. 
Ban. T HE Joys of Court or City, 
The Fame ot Fair or Witty, 
Are Toys to the Banditti, 
| Whilft our Cups we drein. 


Zn. 2. We love, we laugh, we lie here, 


We eat, we drink, we die here, 
And valiantly defy here 
All the Pow'r at Spain. 


But when by our Scout a Prize we find, 

We all run out to ſeize him, 

Stand, ſtand, we cry, or, ye Dog, ye die 
Without any more ado. 


Chorus. All this brings us no Slander, 


Each conquering great Commander, 
And mighty Alexander, 
Were Bangzurr's too. 


Ban. 1. Some we bind, and ſome we gag, 


Some we ſtrip and plunder, 
Some that have Store of Gold, 
Into our Cave we draw, 
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' (ru5, Thus, like firſt- moulded Matter, 
bur Principles we ſcatter, 
| Twas Folly made good Nature, 


And Fear that firſt made Law. 
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Bm. 2, And when we come home, our Doxies 1:1 


| To bid us kindly welcome, 
| lump, freſh, and young, all down do lie 


On Beds 0: Moſs to ſport. 


Chorus, Thus every valiant Ranger 


Ties at Rack and Manger, 


And he tha:'s paſt moſt Danger, 
Has moſt Kiſſes tor't, 


34. Fools do whine, and ſigh, and pine, 


Fools fall ſick of Fevers, 
Fools doat on fleeting Joys, 
That oft does Ruin bring. 


Chorus. Whilſt without begging Pity 


"the Wiſe, the Fair, or Witty, 
The brave, the bold Bandzirz 
Have the ſelf {ame Thing. 


SONG CLXVII. 


Entle Love, this Hour betriend me, 
To my Eyes reſign thy Dart; 


Notes ot melting Muſick lend me, 


To diflolye à frozen Heart. 


| 
| 
F 
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Chill as Mountain Snow her Boſom, 
Tho'lI tender Language uſe; 

'Tis by cold Indiff rence frozen 
To my Arms, and to my Mute, 


See my dying Eyes are pleading 
Where a broken Heart appears, 
For thy Pity interceding 
With the Eloquence of Tears. 


While the Lump of Lite is tading, 
And beneath thy Coldnels dies, 


Death, my ebbing Pulſe invading, 


Take my Soul into thy Eyes. 


—— 2 
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SONG CLXVIII. 
wW HEN embracing my Friend, 
Aud quaffing Champaign, 
Null phlegmatick Spleen, h 
Thou aſſault'ſt me in vain, 


Dull phlegmacick Spleen, 


Thou aſſault'ſt me in vaio, 
My Pleaſures flow pure, 
Without Taint or Allay; 

And each Glaſs that I drink 
Inſpires with new Joy. 


My Pleaſures thus heighten'd 
No Improvement receive, 
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zut what che dear Sight | 
of my Phidlis can give. 
[The Charms of her Eyes, 
The Force of my Wine, 
V then in harmonious Confed'racy join, 
To wrap me with Joys, 
| To wrap me with Joys, 
{rraphick, teraphick and divine. 
3 


—— __ 


SONG CLXIX. 
I is not, Celia, in our Pow'r 

To ſay how long our Love will laſt; 

may be we, within this Hour, 

May loſe thoſe Joys we now do taſte. 
The bleſſed that immortal be, 

:rom Change in Love are oniy tree, 


LR —_——_— 


Then, fince we mortal Lovers are, 

ask not how long our Love will laſt; 
a: while i: does, let us take care 
Fach Minute be with Pleaſure paſt: 
Were it not Madneſs to deny 

* live, becauſe we're ſure to die. 


fear not, tho' Love and Beauty fail, 
| My Rea ſon ſhall my Heart direct; 
Tour Kindneſs now ſhall then prevail, 
And Paſſion turn into ReſpeR ; 
(alia, at worſt, you'll in the End 
da change à Loyer for a Fiend, 
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SONG CELAX: --- | 


Ain, ()" Sight! the Mother of Deſires, | D 
What charming Objects do'ſt thoy 1 

yield! | | 

'Tis ſweet, when tedious Night expires, For tho 
To ſee the roſy Morning gild | Wee 
The Mountain Tops, and paint the Field: | Then w 
But when Clorznda comes in Sight, | of ip 
She makes the Summer's Day more bright; br if 
And when ſhe goes away, tis Night. 5 


Chorus, When fair Clurznda, c. 
Wom. Tis ſweet the bluthing Morn to view; e 
And Plains adorn'd with pearly Dew : 

But ſuch cheap Delights to ſee, 

Heav'n and Nature 

Give each Creature; 


They have Eyes as well as we: 1 7 = 
This is the Joy, all Joys above, | hop 
To fee, to ſee, 8 
That only ſne, To wade 
That only ſhe we love And 
Chorus. This is the Joy, &c, | Next T 
Man. And if we may diſcover | | And 
What charms both Nymph and Lover, . 
, . ; In vain 
Tis when the Fair at Mercy lies, 
. , . | And, 
Wich kind and am'rous Anguiſh, This fo 
To ſigh, to look, to languiſh Who 


On each other's Eyes! | 
Cher us of all, And it we may, Ec. | 
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1 
1 Ollvia methinks you are unfit 
_ For your great Lord's Embrace; 
For tho? we all allow you Wit, 
| We can't a handſome Face. 
id: 


Then where's the Pleaſure, where's the Good, 
Ot ſpending Time and Coft ? 

i For if your Wit ben't underſtood, 

Your Keeper's Bliſs is loſt. 


iew; n wn 

SONG CLXXII. 

HAT art thou, Love! whence are thyſ: 
Charms ! 

That thus thou bear*ſ an univerſal Rule“ 


| For thee the Soldier quits his Arms, LED 
| The King turns Slave, he wiſe Man Fool! 


ln vain we chaſe thee trom the Fie!d, 5 
And wich cool Thoughts reſiſt thy Voke, 
| Next Tide of Blood, alas! we yield, 

| And all thoſe high Reſo!ves are broke, 


In vain our Nature we accuſe, 
And doat becauſe ſhe fays we muſt: 
This for a Brute were an Excuſe, 
Whoſe very Soul and Lite is Lift 


3 
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To ge: our Likeneſs, what is that ? 

Our Likenels is but Miſery: - 
Way ſhould 1 toil to propagate 

Another thing as vile as 1? 


From Hands divine our Spirits came, 
And Goo that made us did inſpire 
Something more noble in our Frame, 

Above the Dregs of earthly Fire, 


SONG CLXXIII. 
Pox on the Times, 
Let 'em go as they will, 
Tho' the Taxes are grown ſo heavy, 
Our Hearts are our own, 
And ſhall be ſo ſtill, 
Drink about, my Boys, and be merry, 
Let no Man deſpair, 
But drive away Care, 
And drown all our Sorrow with Claret: 
We'll never repine, 
So they give us good Wine, 


Let 'em :ake all our Droſs, we can ſpare it. 


We value not Chink, 
Vnleis to buy Drink, 

Or puichaſe us innocent Pleaſure ; 
When 'tis gone, we ne'er fret, 
So we Liquor can get, 

For Mulh of itſeli is @ Treaſure, 
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Ko Miſer can be 
So happy as we, 

Tho compats'd with Riches he wallow 3 
Day and Night he's iu Fear, 
And ne er wichou: Care, 

While nothing diſturbs the good Fellow. 
Come fil] up the Glaſs, 
Round le: it pals, 

Po; Nature doth Vacuums decline; 
Drown the ſpruce formal Als, 
That's afraid of his Face, 

We'll drink till our Noſes do Phaves ou: ſhine? 
While We've Plenty ot tuis, 
We can re'er do ami's, 

Tis an An:idote ? gainſt our Rain; 

And the Lad that drinks moſt, 

With Honour may boaſt, 

He tears neither Death nor Undoing. 


SONG CLXXIV. 

WAS Fancy fift made Calia fair; 
'Twas Fancy gave her Shape and Ait 
It robb'd the Sun, ſtript ev'ry Star 

Of Beauties, to beſto on her; 

And when it had the Goddeſs made, 

Dawa it fell, and worſhiped. 

Creator fi: ſt, and then a Creature: 

Narciſſus, and a Pail of Water. 

T3 
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SONG CLXXV. 


The lov'd Amintor lies; 
While ſinking on Zelinda's Breaſt, 
He fondly kiſs'd her Eyes: 


A waking Nightingale, who long 
Had mourn'd within the Shade, 
Sweetly renew'd her plaintive Song. 

And warbled thro” the Glade, 


Melodious Songſtreſs, cry'd the Swain, 
To Shades leſs happy go; 

Or, if with us thou wilt remain, 
Forbear thy tuneful Woe. 


While in Zelinda's Arms I lie, 
To Song I am uot free; 

On her ſoft Boſom while 1 figh, 
I Viſcord find it thee. 


Zclinda gives me perfect Joys: 
Then ceaſe thy fond Intruſion * 

Be filent ; Muſick now is Noiſe, 
Variety Confuſion, 


m—_———— 


FHILE in the Bow'r, wich Beauty bleſt, 


— 


SONG CLXXVI. 


Illy Swain, give o'er thy Wooing. 
Sighing, gazing, kifſing, cooing, 


all is very fooliſh Doing. 
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All that follows after Kiiles, 
The very beſt, the Bliſs ot Bliſles, 
Is as dull a Joy as this is. 


Prove the Nymph, and taſte her Treaſure, 
Tell me then, when tull ot Pieaſure, 

What dull thing thou cai.'ſt diſcover 

Duller than a happy Lover. 
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SONG CLXXVII. 
F ON D Orpheus went, as Posts tell, 
To bring Eurydice from Hell; 
There he might hope to find a Wite 
The Peſt and Bane of human Lite, 


The Damn'd from all their Pains were eas'd 


Not that his Muſick ſo much pleas'd, 
But that the Odueſs ot the Matter 
Had juſt y made the Woder greater, 


Pluto, enrag'd that any he 

Should enter his Dominions free, 
And to inflict the ſharpeſt Pain, 
Made him a Husband once again. 


But yer, in juſtice to his Voice, 

He left it ſtill within his Choice ; 

It, as 2 Curſe, he'd not reſuſe lier, 

And taught him by à Look 0 loſe ler, 
1 2 
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SONG CLXXVIII. 


N vaia you ſable Weeds put on, 
1 Clouds cannot long eclipſe the Sun; 
Nature has plac'd you in a Sphere, 
To give us Day-light all the Lear: 
»Tis well for thoſe | 
Ot Cxp2d's Foes, 
That your Charms thus ſhrouded lie: 
For when that Nigh: | 
Puts on the Light, 
What Crowds of martyr'd Slaves will die! 


S 3 


SONG CLXXIX. 
Mooth was the Water, calm the Air, 
The Evening Sun depreſt, 

Lawyers diſmiſs'd the noiſy Bar, 

The Labourer at Reſt, 
When Stre phon, with his charming Fair, 

Croſs'd the proud River Thames, 
And to a Garden did repair, 

To quench their murual Flames. 


The crafty Waiter ſoon eſpy d 

Youth ſparkling in her Eyes? 

He brought no Ham, nor Neat-Tongues dry'd, 
Bur Cream and Stiawberries. 

The am'ious St/ephon ask d the Maid. 
What's whiter than this Cream 
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sue bluſh'd, and ould nat tell, ſue laid : 
Thy Tee:h, my pretty Lamb. 


What's redder than theſe Berries are? 
I know not, ſhe reply'd; 
Thoſe Lips which I'll no longer ſpare, 
The burning Shepherd cry'd. 
And ſtrait began to hugg her: 
This Kiſs, my Dear, 
Is ſweeter far, 
Than Strawberrics, Cream, and Sugar, 
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SONG CLXXX. 
S fond Phil ander, in the Pit, 
By tair Ophelia tat, 
A Card, by ſome {iy Gall'ry Wit, 
Was dropt upon his Hat. 


The Nymph obſerving, ſnatch'd it thence, 


But bluſhing at the Sight, 
Conteſs it had explai'd her Senſe, 
And brought her Love to Light. 


The Swain perceiving her cha:g'd Look, 


With ſudden Raprute ſtarts, | 
The Card witl weer Compuilton took, 
And found i: King of Hearts. 
The King of Heart; O Fortune bleſt, 
Were I but ſuch, he cry'd: 
Jou reign. already in my Breaſt, 
She loyingly reply d. 


as 2 ER — — 


1 April, when Prĩmroſes paint the ſweet Plain, 


Like the Moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke 
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SONG CLXXXI. 


And Summer approaching rejoiceth the Swain, 


The yellow-hair'd Laddie would often times go | 
To Wilds and decp Glens where the Haw-thorn | From 


Trees grow); 


There under the Shade of an old facred Thorn, | 


Wich Freedom he ſung his Love's Eveni _ and | 


Morn ; 


He ſang with ſo ſoft and inchanting 2 Sound, | 
That Silvans and Faities, unſeen, danc'd around, | 


The Shepherd thus ſung, tho” young Mya be fair, | 


Iler Beauty is daſh'd by a ſcorniul prou Air; 


But Sie was handſome, and ſweetly could fing, | 
Her Breath like the Breezes pertum'd inthe Spring, | 


That Madz.z, in all the gay Bloom of her Youth, 


Truth; 
But Su ſic Was faithful, g00d-humour'd and free, 
Aud tair as the Goddeſs thai {prung from the Sea, 


That Mamma's dne Daughter, with all her gre: | 


Dow'r, 


Was aukwardly airy, and wequently ſour ! | 


Then, fighing, he with'd, would Parents agree, 


The wii'y ſweet Se, he his Miſtre!s migh; be, | 


| 
| 
| 


. : 
0 \ 
: 
1 
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SONG CLXXXII. 
TI" ROM filent Shades, and the Elyftium Groves, 
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Where ſad departed Spirits mourn their 
Loves; 


From Chryſtal Streams, and from the Country, 


where 
Fove crowns the Fields with Flowers all the Year, 
Poor ſeuſelefsBr ſs, cloath'd in her Rags and Folly, 
Is come to cure her love. ack Melancholly. 


Bright Out hia kept her Revels late, 
While Mab, the Fairy Queen, did dance; 
And Oberon did ſit in State, | 
When Mars at Venus run his Lance. 


In yonder Cowſlip lies my Dear, 
Intomb'd with liquid Gems of Dew, 
Each Day I'll water it with a Tear, 
Its fading Bloſom to renew, 


For {ance my Love is de ad, 
And all my Joys are gone, 
Foor Be fs, tor his ſake, 
A Garland will make, 
My Mulick ſhall be à Gronn 


I'll lay me down and dic 
Within ſome hollow Tree, 
The Raven and Cat, 
The Owl and Bac 
*hall warble forth my Elegy 
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Did you not ſee my Love, 
As he patt by you, 
His two flaming Eyes, 
It he comes nigh you, 
Tucy will ſcorch up your Hear: :, 
Ladies, beware you, 
Leſt he ſhould dart a Glance 
That may enſnare you. 


Hark, hark, I hear old Charou baw3, 

| His Boat he will no longer ſtay ; 

The Furies laſh their Whips, and call, 
Come, come away; come, come away, 


Poor Beſs will return 
To the Place whence ſhe came, 


Since the World's ſo mad, ſhe can liope {or no Cure 


or Love's grown 2 Bubble, 
Which Fools do admire, and wite Men endure. 


Cold and hungry am I grown, 

Ambroſi. will I feed upon, 
Di ink Nec ar ill, and ſing: 

Who is content, 

Does all Sorrow prevent; 

And Beſs, in her Straw, 

Whit tree from the Law, | 
In her Thoughts is as great as a King. 


——_— 


0, 


8 


1 * 
W! 


All Nip h. 
And mak. 
No, no, 


For Love 


| 


8 
| of 


ling. 


— — 


Beſpoke | 
With! 


laſlam'd 


—— g 


Whict 
and fore 
Whilſ 


Shall 1 tt 
With 
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Muſt La 
And v 
At Balls 
And b 
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SONG CLXXXUL 


** wakeiu! Nigh:ingale, that takes no Reſt, 
While Cyp-d warms his little Breaſt; 
All Night how twee:'y he complains, 
And makes us tear that Love has Pains 2 
No, no, no, no, "tis no ſuch things 
For Love that makes him waketul, makes him 
ſing. 


SONG CLXXXIV. 
'PHUS Kit , beautitul and young, 
| Ard wild as Col: untam'd, 
| Beſpoke the Fair trom whom ſhe ſprung, 

Witt little Rage intlam'd, 


_—_— — 


| 


jnſlam'd with Rage at fad Reftrain:, 
Which wiic Mamma ordaia'd ; 
| ind forely vex'd tO play the Saint, 
| Whilſt Wit and Beauty reign'd. 


ball I thumb holy Books, confin's 

With Abzgazls torſaken ? 
Kitty's for other things deſign'd, 
or 1 am much miſtaken. 


f 

| Muſt Lady Jenny frisk about:, 
And viſu with her Couſins ? 

At Balls muſt ſhe make all the Roar, 
And bring home Hearts by Dozens 
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What has ſhe better, pray, than ? 
What hidden Charms to boaſt, 
That all Mankiud for her ſhould die, 
Whilſt 1 am ſcarce a Toaſt ? 


Deareſt Mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my Fortune try; 

1'!] have my Earl, as well as ſhe, 
Or know the Reaſon why. 


I'll ſoon with Jenny's Pride quit Score, 
Make all her Lovers fall; 

| They'll grieve I was not loos'd before, 

She, I was loos'd at all. 


Fondneſs prevail d; Mamma gave 3 ; 
Kitty, at Heart's Deſire, 

Obrain'd the Charriot for a Day, 
And ſet the World on Fire. 


SONG CLXXXV. 


F LY from Olznda, young and fair, 
Fly ſrom ber ſoft engaging Air, 
And Wit, in Woman found ſo rare: 


Altho' her Looks to Love adviſe, 
er yet unconquer'd Heart denies, 
and breaks the Promiſe oi her Eyes. 


8 


0˙¹⁷ 
FT 


So many 
A thou 


SONG CLXXXVI. 
| (FR the num'rous Stars which grace 
| The fair expanded Skies, 
| do many Charms has Lesbia's Face, 
A thoutand more her Eyes. 


| Whene'er the beauteous Maid appears, 

We cannot but admire; 
' But when ſhe ſpeaks, ſhe charms our Ears, 
| And ſets our Souls on fire. 


What Pity 'tis, a Creature, 

| By Nature form'd ſo fair, 
Divine in ev'ry Feature, 
Should give Mankind Deſpaii 


' the gazes all around her, 
| And gains a thouſand Hearts 
bat Capzd cannot wound her, 
For the has all his Darts. 


— A VINES 


SONG CLXXXVI. 
LrAvia's Eyes, like Fires ſuppreſi'd, 

More fiercely flame again, 
For can her Beauty be decreas'd, 
| Or alrer'd by her Pain. 
\Thoſe various Charms which round her play, 
| And do her Face adorn, 

U 


| 
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Srill as they ripen, fall away, 
Freſh Beauties ſtill are born. 


So doth ir with the Lovers fare, 
Who do the Dame adore ; 

One Fit of Love, kill'd by Deſpair, 
Another rages more, 


— 


SONG CLXXXVIIL 


Reedom is 2 real Treaſure, 
Love 2 Dream, all falſe and vain, 
Short, uncertain is the Pleaſure, 
Sure and laſting is the Pain. 


A ſincere and tender Paſſion 
Some ill Planet over-rules ; 

Ah, how blind is Inclination ! 
Fate and Women doat on Fools. 


n 


— Fl 


SUNG CLXXXIX. 
* lovely Slvia, lewd and fair, 
Venus in Face and Mind, 


Why muſt not 1 chat Bounty ſhare 
You pour on all Mankind? 


That Sun that ſhines promiſcuouſly 
On Prince aud Porter's Head, 

Why muſt it now leave only me 
To languiſh in the Shade ? 


2» _ 


— — 


[W 
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You'll 1. 
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When th 
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of ENGLISH SONGS. 


In vain you cry, you'll fin no more, 


In vain you pray aud fait; 


You'll ne'er perſuade us, cill three ſcore, 
That Sylvia can be chaſte. 


When 


thus affectedly you cant, 


You're ſuch a young Beginner, 
You make at belt an aukward Saiat, 
That are a charming Sinner. 
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SONG CXC. 


HILST che Town's brim-tull of Folly, 


Aud runs gadding after Polly, 


Le: us take a cheariul Glaſs; 


Tell me, Damon, whcre's the Pleaſure, 
Or beſtowing Time and Treaſure, 


For to make one's ſelf an Aſs? 


I'm for Joys are leſs expenſive, 


Where che Pleaſure's more extenſive, 


And from dull Attention free; 
Where my Cælia o'er a Bottle, 


Can, when tir'd with am'rous Prattle, 


Sing old Songs as well as ſhe. 


— 


"Oung Strepbon, by his folded Sheep, 


Love held his weary Eyes from Sleep, | 


SON G cxci. 
Sat waketul on the Plains: 


U 2 
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While, filen: in the Vale, 2 
The liſt'ning Nightingale 
Forgot her own, to hear his Strains. | 8 
| And now the beauteous Queen of Night, 
| Unclouded and ſerene, F ET nc 
Sheds on the neiphb'ring Sea her filver Light; | L Here 


The neighb' ring Sea was calm and bright; This, this 
The Shepherd ſung, inſpir'd, and bleſt che lovely | 


| : or chis e'er 
_— | Here's all t 
| While the Sie and Seas are ſhining, {here's a ha 
Cee, my Flora's Charms they wear; About wit 
Secret Night, my Joys divining, Here's a He 

Pleas'd my amorous Tale to bear, 


Smiles, and ſoftly turns ber Sphere, | 
While the Skie and Seas are ſhining, | 8 
| 


See, my Flora's Charms they wear. 9 
Ah, fooliſh Stre phon change thy Strain, As m 
The lovely Scene talſe Joy inſpires: lu all the L 
For look, thou fond, deluded Swain, And Bea 
A rifing Storm invades the Main: | | 
The Planer of the Night, cum ande! 
Inconſtant, from thy Sight, Like Az 
Behind a Cloud retires. ker Face, 
Flora is fled, thou lov'ſt in vain: Her Hea 
. ' : 
als fooliſh Strephon change thy Strain. * 
| Hope beguzling, Her Chet 
i Like the Moon and Ocean ſmiling, Yer Treſle; 
( | Does thy eaſy Faith betray. Her Eye 
1 Flora ranging. | 
Like the Moon and Ocean changing, 


More inconflant proves than tbeq. 


lr 
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SONG Ccxcli. 


I ET none be uncivil, but let a Health paſs, 

L Here's a cleanly Monteth to cool e' ery Glaſs. 
This, this is that Claret on which we are fixt, 
or chis e'ery Glais is a Whet to the next; 

Here's all that Good rightly petition'd can ſend, 


| Here's a harmleſs new Jeſt, and a cruſty old Friend. 
| about with ir, dear Soul, there Fo has his Doſe, 


| 


| Here's a Healch, a Health to his good Repoſe. | 


SONG CXClII. 
Co num'rous Flavzc's Charms appear, 
As may her Form diſplay 
[all the Dreſſes of the Year, 
And Beauties of the Day. 


4 et. 


— — 232＋— — ·˙ ü 


Calm and ſerene, like Spring her Air; 
Like Autumn, ſoft her Mold; 
ker Face, like Summer, blooming fair; 
Her Heart, like inter, cold. 


[fer Boſom, cynthia's full-orb'd Light: 


Her Cheeks Noon's Rays adorn ; 
ter Treſſes ſhew the talling Night, 
Her Eyes, che ring Morn, 


wv; 
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SONG CXCIV. 
H! bright Belinda, hither fly, | 
A And ſuch a Light diſcover, 
| As may the abſent Sun ſupply, 
And chear the drooping Lover. 


In "HI 


| Ariſe, my Day, with Speed ariſe, 
| And all my Sorrows baniſh; | 
Before the Sun of thy bright Eyes 13 

All gloomy Terrors vanilh, | 


No longer let me ſigh in vain, | 
And curſe the hoarded Treaſure ? 
Why ſhould you love to give us Pain, 


When! 
When you were made tor Pleaſure ? ou 


The petty Pow 'rs of Hell deſtroy, 
To ſave's the Pride of Heaven; | 
To you the firſt, it you prove coy, | 
If kind, the laſt is given. 


The Choice then ſure's not hard to make | 


Berwixt the Good and Evil; | | Liſte: ; 

Which Title had you rather take, © rn 

My Goddeſs, or my Devil. | | —_ 

| — Like C 
5 1 

| SONG CXCV. [8 
i Fo love and to languiſh, 
; To ſigh and complain, = 

Bow killing's the Anguiſh, And g 


iw tormenting the Pain 
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Suing, 
# Purſuing, 
| Flying, 
Denying, 
o the Curſe of Diſdain, | 
| How tormenting's the Pain! 
| To love, &c. 


o 
„„ — 


SON G CXCVL 
H! how ſweet to ſee the Eyes 
Rolling in their humid Fires, 
When the Nymph extended lies, 
Full of Love and warm Deſires ? 
Conſcious Red her Face o'er-ſpreading, 
And her heaving Buſom riſing; 
Milky Paths to Raptures leading, 
Murmuring Sighs her Joys diſguiſing. 
Happy Lovers only know 
The Bliſs that from conſenting Lovers flow. 


— —— — —— 


Liſten then to young Deſire, 
Nor with your Pride againſt your Bliſs conſpire. 
Deſire, like a faithful Friend, | 
Perſuades ſubſtantial Pleaſure ; 
— | Like Chymick Boaſts your Pride will end 
| In meer imagin'd Treaſure. 
Then ſure the Strife you'll ſoon decide 
| | (What can your Ser uples move ?) 
Bet ixt the ſickly Glare of Pride, 
And gen'rous Warmih ol Love. 
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Aten 
SONG CXCVII. | Women 
ATR Celia Love pretended, | 2 * 
And nam'd the Myrtle Bow' ly | Alle} 
When Damon long attended 
| Beyond the promis'd Hour : | EN 
At length impatient growing Ge, | « 
| Of anxious Ex pectat ĩon, _ bs 
His Heart wich Rage o'erflowing, | 6 - 
He vented thus his Paſſion, | Bing eq 
| To all the Sex, deceitful, | The 1 
| A long and Laſt Adieu, Either E: 
5 Since Nomen prove ungrateful ls ſweete 
As oft as Men prove true. | ive me 
| The Pains they cauſe are many, | Like 1 
And long and hard to bear, | vim i 
The Foys they give (if any) | Diſdaii 
Few, ſhort, and unſincere. My Vultu 
; 5 85 | Of Heav' 
But Celia now repenting FOUND 
Her Breach of Aſſignation, 
Arriv'd with Eyes conſenting, an 
And ſparkling Inclination; — 
N Like Cytherea ſmiling, | ED, 
| She bluſh'd and laid his Paſſion BEST 
5 The Shepherd ceas'd reviling, | | We" 
| And ſung this Recantation. IM 
; | | Then do n 
| How engaging, how endearing, Try if 


Is «s Lover's Pain and car: 


| 
| 
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Aad what foys the Nymph's appearing, 

After Abſence or Deſpair ' 

Women wi ſe increaſe Deſurng, 

| By cont / iving kind Delays ; 

Und advancing, or retiring, 

| Alt they mean 25 more 0 pleaſe. 


— — 
8 ON G CXcvil. 


F NIVE me more Love, or more Diſdain, 
| AF The Torrid or the Frozen Zone 
Bling equal Eaſe unto my Pain, | 
The Temperate affords me none; 
Either Extream of Love or Hate, 

Is ſweeter than a calm Eſtate. 

; Give me a Storm; it it be Love, 
Like Danae in 2 golden Show'r, 

| ! {wim in Pleaſure; it it prove 

 Diſdain, that Torrent will devour 

My Vultur Hopes; and he's poſſeſt 
| Of Heav'n, that's but from Hell releas'd. 
Then crown my Joys, or cure my Pain; 

Give me more Love, or more Diſdain. 


| SON CXCl 
| * like Venice Glaſſes are, 
A very very brittle Ware; 
Then do not in a fooliſh Freak, 
Try if that brittle Ware will break. 


— 


ä — ——ũ—— — 
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When Woman once begins to ſtray, - 
And leave the Paths of Houour, 
In full Career ſhe hies away, 
All Care is loſt upon her. 
Be careful thereiore, but not jealous, 
And keep her from intriguing Fellov's; 
Since where ſoe' er a Danae grows, 
Bright Gold in fleecy Currents flows. 


SONG CC. 


Lague us not with idle Stories, 


Whining Loves and ſenſeleſs Glolies: 


What are Lovers, what are Kings? 
What at beſt but laviſh Thi ngs? 
Free I liv'd as Nature made me, 
Love nor Beauty duiſt invade me, 
No rebellious Slaves betray'd me, 
Free I liv'd, as Niture made me, 
Each by Turns, as Senſe inſpir'd me, 
' Bacchus, Ceres, Venus fi d me; 

I alone have loſt rue Pleaſure, 
Freedom is the only Treaſure. 


2 ꝙ— — 


SONG CCI. 


CF Perjur'd Calza loves another; 
In his Arms I ſaw her lying, 


Panting, kiſſing, trembling, dying; 


s 


QC WAIN, thy hopeleſs Paſſion ſmoother, 


* 


| There the 
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Oh! ſaid 
When th: 
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| There the fair Deceiver ſwore, 
As ſhe has done to you before. 11 


Oh! ſaid you, when ſhe deceives me, | 
When that conſtant Creature leaves me, A 
I Waters back ſhall fly, | 
| And leave their oozy Channels dry; 
Turn, ye Waters, leave your Shore, 
For perjur'd Cælia loves no more. 


— 


— —_ 
—_ 


SONG CCL. 1 
O* the Brow of Richmond Hill, 14 
| Which Europe ſcarce can parallel, | ' 
| Every Eye ſuch Wonders fill, 
To view the Proſpect round; 
Where the ſilver Thames does glide, 
And ſtately Courts are edity'd, | 
Meadows deck'd in Summer's Pride, 
With verdant Beauties crow n'd. 


| Lovely Cynthia paſſing by, 

Wich brighter Glories bleſt my Eye; 
| Ah! then in vain, in vain, ſaid1, 
The Fields and Flow'rs do ſhine ; 

Nature in this charming Place 

Created Pleaſure in Exceſs ; * 

But all are poor to Cynthia's Face, "4 
Whoſe Featuzes are divine, | 


. 
ö 


; 
F 
| 
| 
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SONG CCl. 


Maxim this, amongſt the Wiſe, 


That Abſence cures a love-fick Mind: 


And others, who philoſophize, 


Gravely pronounce, That love zs blind, 


Alas ! too well do Lovers ſee, 
And ſeparated beſt agree. 


Baniſh me from Belinda's Sight, 

Or the fond Maid far hence remove: 
Our Bodies part, our Souls unite, 

The more we grieve, the more we love. 
Believe the Youth you wrongly blame, 


Abſence adds Fuel to the Fame. 


Between us burning Deſarts place, 

Or trackleſs Mountains hid in Snow 2 
Or let the wide unfathom'd Space 

Ot roaring Seas between us fiow : 
Place, or not place them, 'cis all one, 
Empires have Bounds, but Love has none. 


Secure us, if you can ſecure, 
On diſtant Rocks, in Tow*rs of Braſs : 
When faithful Lovers moſt endure, 
Still moſt improv'd their Minutes paſs. 
Impriſon her, impriſon me, 
In ſpite of Priſons, Thought us tree. 


Ceaſe, then, your idle, cruel Arts, 
Recal your harſh Command : 


— _— 
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4 Deſtiny rules over Hearts, 
And who can Deſtiny withſtand ? 
| In vain, alas! is human Skill: 
Love will be Love, do what you will. 


SONG CCIv. 


HAT none be deceiv'd by Time's too 8 
flowing, 
The Heart of a Lover's a Watch always going; 
For, tho' Time be nimble, its Motions 
Are quicker, | 
And thicker, 
Where Love has its Notions. 


| Thegreat Wheel is Hope, on which moves Defire - 
| And theſe, the leſs Orbs, Fear and Joy do inſpire. 
| Tae Pendulum Mind's evermore 
| A thinking, 

| And clinking, 
And ne'er giving o'er. 


Occaſion, the Hand, 7s fill mering abo 
Till by it the critical Minute's tound ou: - 
And Silence the Caſe is, to cover 
| The Kiſſes, 
And Bliſſes 
Enjoy'd by each Lover 
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SONG CC. 


ELL me, Hamzlla, tell me why, 
Thou do'ſt from him that loves thee run? 
Why from his ſoft Embraces fly, | | 
And all his kind Endearments ſhun ? 


So flies the Fawn, with Fear oppreſt, 
Seeking its Mother every where; 
It tarts at every empty Blaſt, 
And trembles when no Danger*s near. 
And ye: I keep thee but in View, 
To gaze the Glories of thy Face; 
Nor with a hatetul Step purſue, 
As Age, to rifle every Grace. 


Ceaſe then, dear Wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, 
But haſte all Rivals to out-ſhine, 


And grown mature, and ripe for Joy, 


Leave Mamma's Arms, and come to mine. 


SONG CCVI. 
JF F ſhe be not K ind as fair, 
But peeviſh and unhandy, 
Leave her, ſhe's only worth the Care 
Of ſome ipruce Jack-a-dandy, 


I would not have thee ſuch an Aſs, 
Had'ſt thou ne'er ſo muck Leiſure, 

To ſigh and whine for ſuch a Laſs, 
W hoſe Pride's above her 2.catuur. 
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| SONG COVIt 
RCH Crpzd, gathering a Role, 
Awak'd a Bee irom her Repole 
The Bee, provok'd, his Finger gor'd, 
| | Heran, and to his Mother roar'd. 
Undone ; ab, Muther ! I'm undone, 
| by mall Serpent rudely ſtung. : 
A thing with Wings, they call a Bee, 
A naughty Bee bas ſlain your Son: 
See, fee the Wound, O Mother, ſee. 
The Goddeſs then embrac'd the Lad, 
om ſoorh'd his Pain, and ſmiling ſaid: 
| 1 Anguiſh from jo ſmall a Dart, 
| Is not like that which Lovers feel; 
' Each Lover feels thy pointed Steck, 
t in bis Finger, but bis Heart. 


ö 


8s ON G ccvul. 


N vain by Parallels you ſtrive | 
1 Panthea's Eyes to praiſe; 
rietion, which we can't conceive, 
| I: ſelt alone diſplays. 
one on them only, it you'd know 
What dazling Rays they dart; 
dut it What piercing Darts they throw, 
| Then view my wounded Heart. 
X 2 
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$S O N G--CCIX. 
HEN !cve-fick Mays, the God of Wars, 


Sat ſighing in a Shade, 
The willing, willing Goddeſs bath'd 


Thole Wounds herſelf had made. 


All Rapture he, all charming ſhe, 
Gave Kiſs for every Scar; 

Thus raviſh'd he with the Deity, 
Swore Love was the nobler War. 


Thus fighting he would for ever die, 
Melting in Celza's Arms, 
And pawn an Immortality 
For her diviner Charms. 


Ad 


SONG CCX. 


R'ythee, Silvia, why ſo coy 
Lips were made tor Kiſſing: 
Without Love, our ſolid Joy, 
Lite's but a tooliſh empty Toy, 
And hardly worth poſſeſſing. 


Love can make us truly bleſt ; 
Would'ſt thou be leſs cruel, 


Soon irs Pleaſure thou might'ſt taſte, 
But Love's a Fire, and can't ſublult” 


Without Supply of Fuel. 
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+-- SONG: OQxL 


OW happy am 
The tair Sex can defy, 
C And can e'ery Day ſay that my Heart is my own! 
For I never {aw yet 
That Beauty or Wit 
But I lov'd it I pleas'd, or could let it alone. 


Would ſtill prove the ſame 
For beautiful Celza, while Cælia was true; 
Dut Love was fo blind, 
When Cælia was kind, 
I chang'd her tor Mopſa, for Mopſu was new. 


| I thought that my Flame 
| 


SONG CCXIL 
8 Hamill then my own, | 
) the dear, the charming Treaſure ! 


All my tuture Lite is Pleaſure. 


| | Fortune now in vain {hall irown; 


| See how rich with youthtul Grace 


Beauty warms her every Feature! 
Smiling Heaven is in her Face; 
all is gay, and all is Nature. 
| See what mingling Charms ariſe, 
| Roſy Smiles and kindling Bluſhcs ; 
| Love lits laughing in her Eyes, 

And betrays her ſecret Wilkes, 
3 
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SONG CCXIII. 
& OME hoiſt up Fortune to the Skies, 
Others debaſe her to a Bubble: 
I nor ber Frowns nor Favours prize, 
Nor think the Changeling worth my Trouble, 


Tt at my Door ſhe chance to light, 
Icivilly my Gueſt receive: 
The Vil: paid, I bid good Night; 
Nor murmur when ſhe takes her Leave, 


Tho? proſp'rous Cales my Canvaſs crowd, 


Tho ſmooth the Waves, ſerene the Skie, 
I truſt not Calms, they Storms torebode, 
And ſpeak th' approaching Tempeſt nigh, 


Then, Vz-rwe, to the Helm repair, 

Thou, Innocence, ſhalt guide the Oar; 
Row rage, ye Wines, Storms, rend the Air, 
My Bark, thus mann'd, ſhall gain the Shore. 


SONG CCXIV. 


7 amp! I do hate, 
| For either ſhe's falſe or ſhe's jealous ; 


But give us a Mate, 
Who nothing will ask us, or tell us, 


She ſt auds on no Terms, 

Vor chafters by way of Inden::1e, 
tier Love tor your Farms ; 

Ty. takes à kind Man at a venture. 
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| If all prove not right, 


Without an AQ, Proceſs or Warning, 
From Wite tor a Night, 

| You may be divorc'd in the Morning. 

When Parents are Slaves, 


Their Brats cannot be a ny other: 
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Great Waits and great Braves 


Have always 2 Punk to their Mother. 
. - SONG. CCXV. 


Ainſt Keepers we petition, 


| Who would encloſe the Common: 


Tis enough to raiſe Sedicion 

| In a tree-born Subject, Woman. 
Becauſe for his Gold 

Imy Body have fold, 

| Hethinks I'm a Slave tor Liſe; 
He rants, domineers, 

| He ſwaggers and ſwears, 

' And wouid keep me as bare a< his Wit. 


| 'Cainſt Keepers we petition, 

; *Tis honeſt and tair, 

That a Feaſt I prepare, 

laut when his dull Appetite's o'er, 

I'] treat with the reſt 

Some welcomer Gueſt, 

n the Reck*niag was paid me veto; :. 
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SONG CCXVI. 
W HILST Alexis lay preſt 
In her Arms he lov'd beſt, 
With his Hand round her Neck, 
And his Head on her Rreaſt, 


He found the fierce Paſſion too haſty to ſtay, 
And his Soul in the Tempeſt juſt lying away. 


When Celia ſaw this, 
With a Sigh and a Kits, 
She cry'd, Oh my Dear! 
I am robb'd of my Bliſs; 
"Tis unkind to your Love, and unfaithfully done, 
To leave me behind you, and die all alone, 


The Youth, tho? in Haſte, 

And breathing his laſt, 
In Pity dy'd ſlowly, 

While ſhe dy'd more faſt; 
"Till at length ſhe cry d now, my Dear, now ler us 
No die, my Alexis, and I will die too. Igo, 


This intranc'd they did lie, 
Till Alexis did try 
To recover new Breath, 
That again he ol die: 
Then often they dy d, but the more they did ſo, 


The Nymph dy'd more quick, and the Shepherd | 
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| SONG CCXVIL 


N chloris all ſoft Charms agree, 
Inchanting Tumour, pow'rtul Wit; 
| Beauty from Affectation tree, 
And tor eternal Empire fi:. | 
Where-c'er ſhe goes, Love waits her Eyes, 
The Women envy, Men adore; 
Tho' did ſhe leſs the Triumph prize, 
She wou'd deſerve the Conqueſt more. 


But Vanity ſo much prevails, 

She begs what none elle would deny her; 
Makes ſuch Advances With her Eyes, 
| The Hopes ſhe gives prevents Deſire : 

Catches at ev*ry trifling Heart, 

Grows warm with every glimm'ring Flame; 

The common Prey ſo deads her Dart, | 

It ſcaice can pierce a noble Game. 


I cou'd lie Ages at her Feet, 

Adore her, careleſs of my Pain, 
With tender Vows her Rigours meer, 
| Deſpair, love on, and not complain; 
My Paſſion from all Change ſecure, 
i No Favours raiſe, no Frown controuls, 
I any Torment can endure, 

But hoping with a Crowd of Fools 


238 A Select Collttcrtion 


SONG CCXVIL. 


Anging the Plain, one Summer's a 
To paſs a vacant Hour, . 

T fortunately chanc'd to light 
On lovely Phillis' Bower: 

The Nymph adorn'd with Thouſand * 
In Expectat ion tat, 

To meet thoſe Joys in Stef bun's Arms, 
Which Tongue cannot 1clate. 


Upon her Hand ſhe lea, her Tiead, 
Her Breaſts did gentiy rile ; 

That ev'ry Lover might have read 
Her Wiſhes in her Eyes, 

At ev'ry Breath that moves the Trees, 
She ſuddenly would ſtart ; 

A Cold on all her Body ſeiz'd, 
A Trembling on | er Heart. 


But he that knew how well ſhe loy'd, 
Beyond his Hour had ſtay'd ; 


And both with Fear and Anger moy'd 


The melancholly Maid. 

Ye Gods, ſaid ſhe, how oft he ſwore 
He would be here by One; 

But now, alas! 'tis Six, and more, 
And yet he is not come. 
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SON G CCXIX. 


5 with Care 1 1 
|. For PhzUzs the Fair, | 


Since nothing cou'd move her, | 4 
| Poor Damon, her Lover, 
Reſolves iu Deſpair 

No longer to languiſh, 

Nor bear ſo much Anguiſh, | | 
{ But mad with his Love, 1 

To a Precipice goes, 
Where a leap trom above I 
| Would ſoon £nilh his Woes. = 


| When in Rage he came there, 
beholding how ſteep 
The Sides did appear, 
Ard the Bottom how deep, 
His Tor ments projecting, 
And ſadly re fle & ing, 
That a Lover for laben, 
aA new Love may get; 
Zut a Neck, when once broken, 
Isn't eaſily ſer, 


And that he could die 
Whcnever he wou'd, 

| It that he cou'd live 

But as long as he cou'd: 
now gricvous ſoever 

The Tormen: might grow, 


F an eater ET rye oem 
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He ſcorn'd to endeavour 

To fniſh it ſo. A 
But bold, unconcern'd, 

A: Thoughts of the Pain, 
He calmly return'd | 

To his Cottage again. 


—_— 


SONG CCXX. 
O, thou perpetual whining Lover, 
For Shame leave off this humble Trade, 
Tis more than Time thou gav't it over, 
For Sighs and Tears will never move her; 


By them more obſtinate ſh-'s made, 


And thou by Love, fond conſt ant Love betray d. 


The more, vain Fop, thou ſu'it unto her, 
The more ſhe does torment thee ſtill, 

Is more perverſe the more you wooe her, 

When thou art humbleſt, lays thee lower; 
And when, moſt proſtrate to her Will, 


Thou meauly begg'ſt for Lite, does baſely kill, 


By Heaven! tis againſt all Nature, 
Honour and Manhood, Wit and Senſe, 
To let a little female Creature 

Rule, on the poor Account of Feature; 
And thy unmanly Patience 
Monſtrous and ſhameful as her Inſolence. 


Thou may'ſt find Forty will be kinder, 
Or more Compaſſionate at l eaſt: | 


| E 
If one 
| And h: 
s firm a 
On Love: 


But if 
| This only 
And ſh 
Never 
To ſigh a 
Go hang: 


— 


{ 
\ 


HE 
Th 


| She try'd 
She ſm" 


| By her Ey 


| Her Blufl 


dne diſlen 
due ſighs, 


| appear a 
And you t 
| Who've 

_ lofan 
becray'd 


ef ENGLISH SONGS. 241 
If one will ſerve, two Hours will find her, 


| And halt this Do tor ever bind her 


As firm and true as thy own Breaſt, 
on Love aud Virtue's double Intereſt, 


But it thou can'ſt not live without her, 
This only ſhe, when it comes to'r, 

And ſhe relent not (as I doubt her) 

Never make more ado about her, 


To ſigh and whimper is no Boot; 


Go hang thy ſelt, and that will do'r. 


SONG CCXXI. 
HE Danger is over, the Battle is paſt, 
The Nymph had her Fears, bir the ventur'd 
at laſt - 
She try'd the Encounter, and when i: was done, 
dhe ſmi!'d at her Folly, and ow:1's The had won. 


y her Eyes we difcyver the Bride has been pleas d: 


| | Her Bluſhes become her, her Paſlion is cas'd ; 


dne diſſembles her ]oy, and affects to look dowus 
; the fighs, cis 101 Sorrow tis ended fo ion. 


| &ppear all ye Virgins, both aged and young, 

| And you that have carry'd that Burchen too longs 

| Who've loſt precious Time, and you who are 
 lofing, | 

berray'd by yourFears w/ ixt doubting and chulmg. 


N 
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Draw near, and learn what will ſettle your Mind, He that t 
You'll find your ſelves happy, when once you are | Having 


kind; | Let us bt 

Do but wiſely reſolve the ſweet Venture to run, | And tc 
The Lots will be little, and much to be won. 3 

| : Let us la 

oe — The ri 

| ; | I D d * 

SONG CCXXL. di 


7 ERE I to chuſe the greateſt Bliſs 
hat eier in Love was known, 


*Twould be the higheſt of my Wiſh, | 0 
T enjoy her Heart alone: : 


Kings might poſſeſs their Kingdoms free, Fie 
And crowns unenvy'd wear, | | T1 
They ſhould no Rival have of me, | | To me 
Might I reign Monarch there. | My Heat 
Hear, Cynthza, hear the genye Air And bot 

But whiſper out my Love, | Oh! 
And prove but half ſo kind as fair, | A Savag: 
G | My Sorrow you'll remove: | Or ſhoul: 
. Cynthia, Oh! let us happy be, I to fo 
- Unite our Hearts in Lc e, | | But ſuch 
, I'd change not ſuch Felicity F 
A For all the Joys above. oh 1 
i — — pn | Ah! giv 

| 1 

SONG Cn. | 
OME, fill us a Bumper of Red, my brave Boys, Ah! no 
Let us call tor the Slaves from below); Ah! no 
Wine alone *is inſpires the Mind with true Joys, And 1 


Since the Gods in their Heav'n drink ſo. 
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He that troubles his Brain with dull Care is an Aſs, 
Having fuch brisx Liquor betore him, 

Let us bury the World in the Grave ct the Glaſs, 

| Aad tor the brisk God, let's adore him. 


Let us lang u at the Wiſe, and their Morals deſpiſe, 
The rich Juice 'tis aff ds us Delight; 

| Le''s drink a good Health to our Mittre,:'s Eyes, 

Till our own Eyes ſhall bid us good Night. 


SONG CCXXIV. 


| Fie ! what mean I, ſooliſh Maid, 


| In this remote and ſilent Suad e. 

| To meet with you alone? 

My Heart docs with the Place combine, 
And both ale more your Friends than mine ; 
| Oh! I ſhall be undone! 


A Savage Beaſt I would not fcar, 

| Or ſhould I meet with Villains here, 
I to ſome Cave would run; 

Duc ſuch inchanting Art you ſhow, 


I cannot ſtrive, 1 cannot go; 


Oh! 1 {hall bz undone ! 
Ah! give your ſwe.t Temprations o'er, 
Pll couch thoſe dangerous Lips no more * 


| What muſt we yet fool on? 


Ah! now I yield, ah! now I fall, 
Ah! now IT have no Breath at all, 
And now I'm quite undone !. 


T 2: 
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Entle Zephyrs, ſilent Glades, 


Purling Streams, and cooling Shades, 


Senles pleaſing,. 
Pains appealſug, 
Love each tender Breaſt invades, 


Here the Graces Beauties bring, 


Here the warbling Choriſts ting, 


Love inſpiring, 
All deſiring 
To adorn the Infant Spring 


Flere behold the am'rous Swains, 
Free from Auꝑuiĩſh, free trom Pa ins. 
Nymphs complying, 
Cares bepuiling, 


Venus, ſmiling, glads the Plains 


Let not us, too charming Fair, 
De the only hapleſs Pair : 

Oh relieve me, 

Ceaſe to grieve me, 


Eaſe your anxious Lover's Care. 


Kindly here indulge my Love, 


This is, my Dear, no tell-tale Grove 


Not revealing, 
But concealing, | 
All to Love propitious prove. 
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In thy Air and charming Face, 

Dwells au irrefiſtleſs Grace; 
Ever charming, 1 
Love alarming, 

To purſue che bliſstul Chaſe: 


Let me touch this panting Breaſt, 


Here for ever let me reſt, 
Bliſs enjoying, 
Never cloying, 

Ever loving, ever bleſt. 


— 


246 


E LL me no more ] am deceiv'd; 


That Ciloe's falſe and common: 


I aiways knew (at leaſt believ'd) 
She was a very Woman: 

As ſuch, 11ik'd, as ſuch careſs's, 

She ſtill was conſtant when poſſeſo'd, 
She could do more for no Man. 


Zut oh! her Thoughts on others ran, 
And that you think a hard thing; 

Perhaps ſhe tancy'd you the Man, 
And what care I one Farthing? 


You think ſhe's talſe, I'm ſure ſhe's |: I 


I take her Body, you her Miad, 
| Wao has ihe bertel Bargain * 


1 3 


SONG CCXXVI. 


| 
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1 Eave ofl, ond Hermit e, leave thy Vow, 
And tall again to drinking; 
That Beauty that wo'n't Sack allow, 
15 hardy worth thy thinking: 
Dry Love or ſmall can never hold, 
And without Bacchus, Venus toon grows cold, 


Do'ſt think by turning Anchorite, 


Or a aull Small-Beer Sinner, 
Thy cold Embi aces can invite, 
Or {prigh*ly Courtſhip win her : 
No, tis Cana y that inſpires, 
Tis Sack, like Oil, gives Hames to am'rous Fires, 


"This makes thee chant thy Miſtreſs Name, 
And to the Heavens raiſe her: 

Aud range this univerſal Frame 
For Epithets ro praiic her: 

{ow Liquors render Brains unwitty, 

And ne'er provoke o Love, but move to Pi-. 


Then be thy ſelt, and take thy Glaſs, 
Leave off this diy Devotion, 

Thou muſt, like Neptune, court thy Lais, 
Wallowing in Not urns Oc an: 


Leil's viter to each Layy's Shrine 


A bull zo wd Bowl, here s 7 £49 Ah to hi! 
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SONG CCXXVII. 


| | Curſe. on all Cares, | 
And popular Fears, | 
Come, let's away to the Bell, "i 
For their Wine here drinks well; 
There tale off our Glaſs, 
Nay, it hall not one paſs, 
Chor. Fur we will be dull and heavy no more, 
Since Wine docs increaſe, and there's Claret good 
Store. | 


Come, fill up your Wine, 
| Look, fill it like mine, 
res, Here, Boys, I begin 

| A god Health to the King; 
Jack, tee it go round, 
* Whit with Mir h we abound, 
Chor. For we well be dull and heavy nd more, 
Sence Wine ducs znercaſe, and the (laret good 
| Store. 


Nay, don't us deceive, 
| Why this will you leave / 
| The Glals is not big, 
What-a- pox, you'ie no I=, 
Come, drink up the ret, | | | Fr 
Or be merry at leaſt, | 
Chor, For we wil be dull nd heavy no More, 
Snce Wene does zncricaje, and Her Claret good 
4 Store. 
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SON G CCXXIX. 
W HEN on fair Celza I did ſpy 


W 


A wounded Heart of Stone, | 0:her Pl 
The Wound had almoſt made me cry, Trut! 
Sure this Heart was my own. E: 
| Let the 
But when I ſaw it was enthron'd Gs 
In her celeſtial Breaſt, Juſt Ex 
O then I it no longer own'd, He's 
For mine was ne'er ſo bleſt. 
Let if in higheſt Heavens do ſhinc | "Mot 
Each conſtant Martyr's Heart; "$row 
4 Then ſhe may well give Reſt ro mine, | Then 
il That tor her ſake doth ſmart. 
ö — 
N \ 


Where, ſeated in ſo high a Bliſs, 
Tno' wounded, ic ſhall live: 
Death enters not in Paradiſe, 


G* 


4 The Place iree Lite doth ꝑ ive. 
© ; Il not to 
Or it the Place leſs ſacred were, | Tell! 
| Did but her ſaving Eye Tell het 
Dathe my ick Hear: in one kind Tear, | Too e 
1 Then ſhould I never die. * | Bur ſay 
[ | Nor ſpe 
1 Slight Balms may heal a Nighter Sete, | Leſt | 
Y; No Med'cine leſs divine | 
if Can ever hopc ior to rettore | 0! ber 
i A wounded cart like min:, { Whe: 
{ 
j 


| 
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SO NG CCXXX. 


Ould you court the Joys won't leave yous 

Pay your Vows to Bacchus? Shrine; 
Other Pleaſures will deceive you: = 
Truth is only round in Wine. | 


Bow to Capzd, like a Fool: 
Juſt Experience will diſcover 
He's no more than Woman's Tool. 


Bring more Wine, then charge your Glaſſes; 
Le: *em flow with gen'rous Red : 

Drown a Thouland loving Aſles, 
Then in Triumph march to Bed, 


SONG CCXXXI. 
6 happy Paper, doubly bleſt, 
To tair Corinna tea), | 
If not too great to be expreſt, 
Tell her the Pain I teel. 
Tell her how raging is my Flame, 
Too exquiſite to bear 
Bur ſay no: how, nor whence you came, | 
Nor ſpeak one Letter of my Name, „ 
Leſt it may grate her Ear. | 


0! be that Moment ever bleſt, 
When aft I ſaw my Love, 
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The deareſt, ſweeteſt, and the beſt 
That e'er was form'd above 
I ſaw ten thouſand Graces riſe, 
And bloom on ev'ry Part, 
Ten Thouſand Arrows, trom her Een 
Shot thro* my Soul with ſweet Surprize, 
And ſtood d to guard her Ileart. 


In vain the envious Shades oi Night, 
Or Follies ot the Day, | 

Could veil her Image trom my Sight, 
Or remp: my Soul to ſtray, 

She is the only waking Theme 
Which o'er my Wiſhes reigns, 


Her pleaſing Form mee:s ev'ry Dream, 


More Charms in her each Day there ſeem, 
That trill thro? all my Veim. 


Let me be loſt in thy Embrace, 
As Rivers in the Sea; 
Or live Eternity of Days, 
To love and honour thee! 
In thoſe dear Arms (but Fate controuts; 
I'd as the Mountains fly, ; 
Still breathe away ſucceſſive Souls; 
So Billow after Billow rolls, 
To kiſs the Shore and die, 
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SONG CCXXXII. 


Y Maſters and Friends, 
Whoever intends 
To trouble this Room with Diſcourſe, 
You that fit bye 
Are as guilty as I, 
Be your Talk the better or worſe? 


Now, left you ſhould px 
Ot Matters of Sta 
Or any thing elſe that might hurt us; 


we rather will drink 
Off our Cups to the Brink, 


And then we ſhall ſpeak to the Purpoſe. 


S .ppoſe you ſpeak clean 
From the Matter you mean, 


That's not a Pin here or there; 


— ———— — . — 


f 
[ 


Yet take this Advice, 
Be both merry aud wiſe, 
Ye know not what Creatures be near: 
Or {uppoſe that ſome So: 
Should lurk in this Pot, 
To ſcatter out Words that might hurt us; 
To tree that ſame Doubt, 
Weill ſee all the Tot out, 
And then we {hall ſpeak to the Purpoſe, 


It any Man here 
Be in bodily Fear 
Of a Wolf, a Wife, er a Twea: ; 
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Here's Armour of Proof, 
Shall keep her aloof, 

flere's Liquor will make a Man ſpeak : 
Or it any intend 
To challenge his Friend, 

Or rail at a Lord that might hurt us, 
Let him drink once or twice 
Ot this Helzcon juice, 

and then he ak to the Purpoſe, 


He that rails at the Times, 
In Proſe or in Rhimes, 
Doth bark like a Dog at the Moon; 
Sings Prophecies ſtrange, 
And threatens {ome Change, 
And hangs them upon the Queen's Tomb: 
He is but à Railer, 
Or propheſy ing Taylor, 
To ſcatter out Words that might hurt us, 
Let's talk ot no Matches, 
but drink and fing Catches, | 
and then we ſhall ſpeak : the Purpoſe, 


It is a mad Zea! 
For a Man to rcvea 
Nis ſecret Thoughts when he 3 Les 3 
He is but a Wuidgeon 
Tha: taiks of Religion, 
in Taverns, 2: 10 Tippling Houſes: 
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| And then we {hall ſpeak to the Purpoſe 
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It is not for us 
Thus to diſcourſe, 
Let's talk ot nothing that might hurt us; 
But let us begin - 
A new Health to the King, 


Amidſt ot our Bliss 

"Twill not be amiſs 

70 talk ot Hur going home late, 
1: Conſtable Kzrc, [ 
Or a Pits-pot at Night, . 

Shouid charice to be Ipilt on our Pate: 
It Weile all in vain 


AY 


To age or complain, 
Or ſcatter out Words that might hurt ue, 
Tete better trvige home 
To honeſt kind Foun, 
a chen we thall (prak to che Purpoſe, 


—— 


SONG CCXXXILL 


W E all to corquering Beauty bow, 
: | 


Is pieating Pow 'rs agmite, 


5 aw that Face i acew, 
That ike youis could intpife: 
Nowe may ſay I've met with ons 
| Ama all IN! uk i 6g ; 3 


Au. like M412 on the Sun, 

| . , * 

| Wish 199 much L. n: am blind. 
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Soft as the tender moving Sighs, 
When long iuꝑ Lovers meet; 
Like the divining Prophets wiſe, © 
And like blown Roſes ſweet ; 
Modeſt, yet gay; reſerv'd, yet free; 
Each happy Night a Bride; 
A Mien like awtul Majcſty, 
And yet no Spark of Pride. 


The Patriarch, to gain a Wife, 
Chaſte, beautitul and young, 


Serv'd tourteen Years a paintul Lite, 


And never thought it long: 
Ah! were you to reward tuck Cares, 
Aud Lite fo long could ſtay, 
Not fouiteen, but tour {lundied Years 
Would ſeem but as one Day. 


One fit to 


2 


SONG CCXXXIV. 


N OW the poud Man's em home, 
I'll caſt away Care, | 
And, with ſome b1i:k Fellow, 
Steal on: tw the Fair 


+ Tho' jome are too balh;ul, 


An otters two bald, 
Year Women's Intentions 
Are 1c: wc be told. 


Bur it 1 ſh» 14jc meet 
With a Svatk iv my Mind, 


I then 
wich hin 
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| One fit to be truſted, | 

I then may prove kind; 

With him I would ramble 

TY The Fair all around, 

Tra eat and Id drink 

Ut the beſt could be found, 


There's Fielding and Oats, 
And Hzpp'ſicy and Hall, 
And Bullock and Lee, 
And the Devil and all: 
I have the beſt Place, 
And I'll tee ev'ry Sight, 
And wanton in Pleaſure 
From Morning till Night. 
oh! there I ſhall ſee 
All che Gentlemen Rakes, 
| and hear the ſweet Cries 
Ot Beer, Ale, Wine, and Cakes; 
[Whilſt 1, in blue Apron, 
And clean Linen Gown, 
Draw all the fine Sparks 
| From the Flirts ot the Town. 


SONG CCXXXV. 


T HE ſweer Roſy Morn "3 
Peeps over the Hills, ; 
wich Bluſhes adornirg a 
The Meadows and Fields. | 
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CHORUS 
The merry, merry, merry Horns 
Call come, come, come away, 
Awake from your Slumber, 
And hai! the new Day, 
The Stag rouz'd before us, 
Away ſcems to fly, 
And pants to the Chorus 
Ot Hounds in tul] cry. 
CHORUS. 
Then follow, follow, follow, follow 
The mulical Chaſe, 
Where Pleaſure and vigorous 
Health you embrace. 
The Day's Sport, when over, 
Makes Blood Circle right, 
And gives the brisk Lover 
Frelh Charms for the Night, 
CHORUS. 
Then let us, let us now enjoy 
All we can while we may; 
Let Love crown the Night, 
As our Sports crown the Day. 


—_____ 


SONG CCXXXVI. 
OW much, egregious Moore, are we 
Deceiv'd by Shews and Forms? 
Whare'er we think, whate'er we ſee, 
All human Race are Worms. 
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Man is a very Worm, by Birth, 
Proud Repcile, vie and vain, 
| Awhile he craw!s upon the Earth, 
Then ſhrinks to Earth again. f | p 


That Woman is a Worm we find, 

Fer fince our Grandam's Evil: 
She firſt convers'd with her own Kind, 
That ancien: Worm the Devil. 


The Learn'd themſelves we Book- worms name, 

The hlockhead is a Slov!-worm ! | 
| Tae Nympi, whe Tail is all on Flame, ; 
Is aptly ter m'd a Glow-worm. 


Tae Fps are painted Butter- flies, 

Tha: fitter tor 2 Day; 
Firſt rom a Worm they took their Riſe, 
| Tie in a Worm decay. 


The Fiatterer an Lar-wig grows, |; 
Some Worms ſuit aj! Conditions ? 

Miters zre Muck-worms Si keworms, Beau, 
And Dea: f- watches, Phyiicians | 


That Stateſwen haue a Worm is ieen, 


— By all their winding Pan; 


The i Conſcienc 4 15 a \ LEES mM within, 
| That gabs them Night aud Pay. 
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Ah, Moe thy SR wore well employ 4, 
And greate; Gam would ziſe, 
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Li tlio! cou! it make the Curtler void 
The Worm that never dies. 


O learned Friend of «Abrhus ch- Lane 
Who tetr'ft our 1c ans tree, 

Vain is hy Art, thy Vowdei vain, 
Since Worms {hall cat e'en thee, 


Thou only can'ſt our Fate adjourn 
Some tew {hort Years, no more: 


E'en Buttens Wits ro Worms hall turn, 


Who Maggots were betore. 


SONG CCXXXVII. 


OVE bid me hope, and I obcy'd; 
Plillis continu'd til] ut ind: 
Then you may e'en deſpair, he taid, 
Ia vain I &rive to change her Mind. 


Tonour's got in, and keeps her Heart: 
Durſt he bu: venture once abroad, 
in my own Right I'd take you Part, 
Aud ſhew myſelt a mightier God. 


Thus t uffing Honour domineers 

In Breaſts Where he alone has Place; 
Bur it crve gen 19us Love appears, 

The tiector Cares not lhew his FARCE. 


Le: me ft!) !anguifh and complain; 
De moſt 1 lu man!, deny d; 


1 
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I have 
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I fall a 
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J have ſome Ploafure in my Pain, 
She can have none wich all her Pride. 


I fall 2 Saciihce to Love, 


She lives a Wictch, tor Hloncur's {ale 


Whoſe Tyrant daes moſt curl prove, 
The Ditt'rence is not hard to make. 


Conſider rea! Honour then, 
You'll find her's cannot be the ſame? 


Tis noble Cor.tidente, in Men; 


In Women, mean diſtruſttul Shame. 


253 


ET 


SONG CCXXXVII. 


N vain, cear Cole, you ſuggeſt, 
That I, inconſtant, have potſeſt 
Or lov'd a tai the : 


Wou'd vou, with Exile, at once be chi'd, 


Ot all the we you've Wong encur'd, 
Conſult your Glaſs and me. 


It the you think, that I can hd 


A Nympn mote tair, o one more kind, 


You've Reaſon oi your Fears: 
Dur it impait'al you will prove 
To your own Beauty, and my Love, 
How neco:efs are your Tears ! 
If, in my Way, I {hzu'd, by Chance, 
Receive or give a wanton Glance, 
IL like bat while I view ; 
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How ſlight the Glance, how taint the Kiſs, 
Compar'd to that tubſtantial Blits 
Which | receive nom you! 
With wanion F light, the curious Bee, 
From Flow 'r to Flow r ſtill wes tee, 
And, where cach Bl ſl em viuws, 
Extracts the Juice hom all he meets; 
But, tor his Quinteſſence ot Sweets, 
He 1av1{hes the Roſe. 
So, my fond Fancy to employ, 
On cach Variety oi Joy, 
From Nymph to Nymph IT roam; 
Perhaps tec Fitty in a Day: 
Thoſe are bur Viſits which I pay, 
For Chlce is my Home, 


— 


SONG CCXXXIX. 
wW HEN Love and You: h cannot make way, 
Nor with the Fair avail, | 
To bend to Cupid's gentle Sway, 
What A:: 1a then prevail? 
What Art, &c. 
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This Method try'd enamom'd Jove, 
Before he cou'd obtain 
The cold regard ets Canac's Love, 
Or CO!1'uer her Ditdaiu - 
Or conquer, &c. 


By cu pi d's felt 1 have been told, 
He never wounds a fica:t | 
$o deep, as when he ips with Gold 
The fatal piercing Dar: ; 
The fatal, &c. 


SONG CCXL. 
An! Chlorzs, could 1 now but fit 
As unconcern'd as when 
Your intant Beauty cou'd beger 
No Happineſs nor Pain: 
When I this Dawning did admire, 
And prais'd the coming Day, 
I lictle thought that 1ifing Fire 
Wou'd take my Reſt away. 


Your Charms in harmleſs Childhood lay, 
As Metals in a Mine; 
Age trom no Face takes more away 
Than Youth conceai'a ii tine, 
But as your Charms infevfibly 
To their Perte&ion preſs'd, 
So Love, as unpercciv'd, did fly, 
And center'd in my Bicalt, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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My Paſſion with your Beauty grew 
While Cupzd at my Heart, 


Still, 


as his Mother lavour'd you, 


Threw a new flamirg Hart: 


Each pioried in their wanton Part; 
To make a Lover, he 

Emp:oy'd ine urmoſt ot his Art; 
To make a Reauty, ſhe. 


T 


SON G CGOCEL. 
O the bleak Winds, on barren Sands, 
\Whiie Delia dares her Charms expoſe 


To miſſive Globes, with glowing Hands, 
She torms the {ott deſcending Snows. 


The lovely Maid, from ev'ry Part 
Collecting, moulds with niceſt Care 

The Flakes, leis frozen than her Heart, 
Leſs than her dowuy Boſom fair. 


On my poor Breaſt her Arms ſhe tries: 
Levell'd at me, like daited “lame 

From Fove's red Hand, the Pellet flies; 
As ſwitt its Cour ſe, as ſure its Aim: 


Cold as I thought the fleecy Rain, 
 Unſhack'd 1 Rood, nor fear'd à Smart; 
Whiie latent Fires, with pointed Pain, 


Shot thro* my Veins, and pierc'd my Heart. 
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Poor colin wen werpitg, and told them his Pain; 


Sweet Stream, he cay'd lad, Il reach thee 20 
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or with her Eyes ſhe warm'd the Snow, 
(What Colcne's an their Beams withſtand!) 
Or elſe (who would not kindle o) 
It caught th' Intection trom her Hand. 


. —____— - 


So glowing Seeds to Flints confin'd 
The Sun's en iv'ning Heat conveys; 
Thus Tron to the Loadſtone join'd, . 
Uſurps its Pow'r, and wins its Praiſe, 


In 


* 


$0 ſtrongly influent ſhine her Charms, 

While Heav'ns own Light can ſcaice appear; 
While Winter's Rage his Rays diſarms, 

And blaſts the Beauties ot the Year, | 


— 
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To every Hope ot Safety lot, 
In vain we fly che lovely Foe; 

Since Flames invace, ditguis'd in Froſt, 
And Cup:4 tips his Dart with Snow, 


SONG CCI. 
T O the Brook and the Wijlow ha: heard him 


complain, 
Ab Veillow IW 


Ab Hie Willi; 407 Willi, Willow, 
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And the Waters ſhall riſe to the Brink with my 
Woe: 
«Ab Willow, &c. 


All * and painful my Celia now lier, 
Ab Willow, &c. | 

And ou Pen {ad Moments of Time as it flies. 
Ah Hille, &c. 


To the Nymph, my Heart's Love, ye ſoit Slumbers 
rTepui , 
Ah Willow, &. 
Spread your downy Wings o'er ber, and make 
her your Caic. 


Ann ac. 


Let me be let: reſtleſs, my Eyes never cloſe; 
A ew, &c | 

So thr Sleep thai 1 loſe gives my dear ene Repoſe. 
A rely ww, MCs 


Dear Steam, it you chatice by her Pillow to creep, 


tA, II N &c. 
Perhaps y oil tt Ku Mus may lull ber to Sleep. 
Ab 1 ti” bag 8 &. 


But it 1 am doom'd to be wretched indeed, 
Ab Willow, &c. 
And the Lois vt my Charmer the Fairs have de- 
0 Led, 
Ab Widow, Cc. 
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Believe me, thou fair one, thou dear one belic ve. 
Ah Willow, &c. 


Few Sighs to thy Loſs, and few Tears will I give 2 
Ab W-llow, &c. 


One Fate to thy Colin and thee {hall betide, 
Ah Willow, &c. 


And ſoon lay thy Shepherd down by thy cold Side. 
Ab Willow, 8c, 


Then glide, gentle Brook, and to loſe thyſelf haſte, 
Ah Willow, &c. 


Bear this to my Willow, this Verſe is my laſt. 
Al Willow, &c. 


SONG CCXLIII. 
HERE was an a Swain tu!l tair, 
Was tripping it over the Graſs; 


And there he ſpy'd, with her Nut-brown Hair, 
A pretty tight Country Lais : 


Fair Damſel, ſays he, 
With an Air brisk and free, 
Come, le: us each other know: 
She bluth'd in his Face, 
And reply'd with a Grace, 
Pray forbear, Sir; No, no, no, no, Cc. 


The Lad, being bolder grown, 
Endeavour'd to ſteal a Kiſs; 


A a 
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She cry'd, piſh——1ct me alone, 
But held up her Noſe tor the Bliſs 3 
And when he begun, 
She would never have done, 
But unto his Lips the did grow; 
Near {mother'd to Death, 
As ſoon as ſhe'd Breath, 
She ſtammer'd out No, no, no, no, &c. 


Come, Come, ſays he, pretty Maid, 
Let's Walk to yon private Grove; 
Cupid always dciigh:s in the cooling Shade, 
There Lill read hee a Leſſon of Love: 
She mends her Pace, 
And haſtcs to the Place; 
But ii lier Lee you'd know, 
Le: a balhful young due 
Ple ad tlic Maiden's Excuie, 
And aulwer you, No, no, no, no, Oc. 


$ ON CCXLIV. 
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May low*®: ing Clouds and heavy Show's 
For once rclieve a Lover's Care, 

Still ro protect my happy Hours, 
And keep the beauteous Chloe here. 


Hide, Phubus, thy officious Light; 
Let not one croſs intruving Ray 

Deprive me ot my Chloe's Sight, 
And rob us ot a brighter Day. 


K 


SONG CCXLV. 
O H ! what a Plague is Love, 
I cannot bear it; | 
She will inconttant prove, 
I greatly fear it; 


It fo torments my Mind, 


That my Heart faileth; 
She wavers with the Wind, 
As a Ship ſaileth; 
Pleaſe her the beſt I may 
She loves ſtill to gainſay, 
Alack, and well-a-day! 


At the Fair rother Day, 
As ſhe paſs'd by me, 

She look'd another way, 
And wou'd not ſpy me. 


A 2 2 
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I woo'd her for todine, 

Bur cou'd nor get her; 
Dick had her to the Ine, 

He might entreat her; 
With Daniel ſhe did dance, 
On me ſhe wou'd not glance; 
Oh thrice unhappy Chance ! 
Phillada flours ine. 


Fair Maid, be not ſo coy, 
Do not diſdain me, 

I am my Mother's Joy ; 

Sweet, entertain me. 

I ſhall have, when ſhe dies, 

All Things that's fitting, 
Her Poultry and her Bees, 

And her Gooſe fitting ; 
A Pair of Mattreſs Beds, 

A Barrel full of Shreds : 

And yet» for all theſe Goods, 

Phillada flouts me. 


I often heard her ſay, 

That ſhe lov'd Poſies; 

In the laſt Month oi May 
I gave her Roles, 

Cowſlips and Gilly-flow*rs, 
And the ſweet Lily, 

J got to deck the Bow*'rs 
Of my dear Philly, 


She did 
And th! 


There. 
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She did them all diſdain, 
And threw them back again; 
Therefore t is flat and plain, 
Phillada flouts me. 


Thou ſhalt eat Curds and Cream 
All the Year laſting, | 
And drink the Chryſtal Stream, 

Pleatant in caſting : 

Swig Whey until y ou burſt, 
Eat Bramb;e-berries, 
Pye-lid and Paſtry Cruſt, 

Pears, Plumbs and Cherries; 
Thy Garments ſhall be thin, 
Made ot a Weathei's Skin; 

Tet all's not worth a Pin, 
Plullade tlou:s me. 


Which Way ſoe'er I go, 
She ſtill torments me; 
And whatitoe'er 1 do, 
Nothing contents me? 
I fave and pine away 
Wich Griet ani Sorrow; 
L jail quite to decay, 
Like any Sunadow; 
I ſhal! be dead, 1 tear, 
Within a Thouſud Year, 
And ail becauſe my car 
Phi flours e. 
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Fair Maiden, have a Care, 
And in Time take me; 
I can have thoſe as fair, 
It you forſake me : 
There's Doll, the Dairy-Maid, 
Smil'd on me lately, 
and wanton nnr fred 
Favours me greatly; 
One throws Milk on my Clothes, 
 T*other plays with my Noſe; 
What pretty Toys are thoſe ! | 
Phillada flouts me. 


She has a Cloath of mine, 
Wrought with blue Covent, 

Which ſhe keeps as a Sigu 
Ot my Fidelity: 

But it ſhe trowns on me, 
She ſhall ne'er wear it; 

PI give it my Maid Joan, 
And ſhe {hall tear it. 

Since will no better be, 

T'}] bear it patiently; 

Yet all the World may * 

Yhillada flouts 1 


SONG CCXLYI. 


H!where's he Plague in Love, 
That you can't bear it ? 
1t Men wou'd conttant prove, 
They need not tcar it 
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Young Maidens, ſott and kind, 
Are moſt in Hanger; 5 
Men waver with the Wind, 
Each Man's a Ranger: 
Their Falſhood makes us know, 


That two Strings to our Bow 


Is beſt, I find it ſo: | 
Barnaby doubts me. | 
"Tis I that ſhould de ſpaĩr, 
Tis you that ſl ght me. 
What-tho', when at the Fair, 
Dick did invite me; 


Tho' Daniel with me danc'd, 


You may believe me, 


often on thee glanc'd, 


I'd not deceive thee ; 
I ſaw thee look awry, 
I knew the Realon why, 


I can ſee with one Eye, 


Barnaby doubts me. 


Thou young and lilly Boy, 


Do I diſdain thee ? 

Becauſe thou' rt Mother's Joy, 
I'd entertain thee 3 

Yet wiſh 1 not her Death, 
For aught the'd leave thee, 

Nor, when Time ſtops ker Breath, 
Will 1 deceive ches. 

What care 1 ior her Geeſe, 

Or Beds ot carded Fiecce ? 

Since this quite breaks my Peace, 

Barnaby doubts me. 
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What-tho' when I did fay 
That I lov*d Poſies, 
You, in the Month ot My, 
Brought me ſweet Roies ? 
You never ſhew'd the Thing 
Tha: molt would pleaſe me; 
A gay d d Wedding-Ring 
Wou'd ſoon have eas'd me: 
I ſhould not with Dian 
Have hrown it back again; 
I think tis flat and plain, 
Burnaby doubts me. 
Talk not of Curd and Cream, 
Pears, Plumbs aod Cherries, 
Nor oi the chryſtal Stream, 
Or Bramble-herries: 
Moſt ſurely you toroert 
Our won Frizking, 
The Cock'ril on the Spic, 
And the Ptk G1 isKing 2 
With more hateni. lit be ſaid, 
Whenl got Da me 10 Red ; 


Vet, oh! unhappy Mail, 


Barnaby 65:5 me. 
You fav, whate'c: 


N „thin: COrte! [ 75S eh Ces 


1 Play it may be 0 
Wie znotiowent'ſt mes 

I puic aud gn all Ni. n: 
Aud with tor MA; ov; 
as Fu TER 

I Can 8 ave 110 Dig 2 


I'm tuil ot Sorrow. 


5 


Oh! if 
| Withi 
My Gh 


; T knit 
To 
| But wc 
Like 
Yer wa 
You 


| Or Dol 


It yo 
| Ungrar 
How c: 
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Oh! if 1 die, I fear, | 
| Within a Thouſand Year, 
| My Ghoſt will mak't appear, 
Barnaby doubts me. 


1 knit thy Worſted Hoſe, 
| 
| To fave the Penny, 
] But wou'd not ſpot thy Clothes, 
| Like idle Winny : 
Yer wanton Winnzfred 

You like much better; 
| Or Doll, the Dairy-Maid, 

It you cou'd get her. 
Ungrateful Barnaby, 
How can't thou threaten me? 
| But I knew how twou'd be, 

Barnaby doubrs me, 

The Cloath I have of thine 
| Wrought with blue Coventry, 
Which chou gav'ſt as a Sign 
Of thy Fidelity, 
Fl give it back again, 

| To thee, as Token, 
| That by a perjur'd Swain, 
| My ſad Heart's broken. 
| Oh! Barnaby, unkind, 
Thou'lt quite diſtra& my Mind, 
Too late, alas! I find 

Barnaby doubts me. 


| 
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SONG CCXLVIL 


Whence do theſe Storms and Tempeſts flow ? 
Or what this Guſt of Paſſion mean? 

Ah! then muſt Mankind loſe cha: Light, 
Which in thy Eye was wont to ſhine ? 

And lie obſcur'd in endleſs Night, 
For each poor filly Speech of mine? 


Dear Child, how can 1 wrong thy Name, 


Since "tis acknowledg'd at all Hands, 
That couid ill Tongues abuſe thy Fame, 
Thy Beauty can make large Amends? 
Or if I dw prophanely try 
Thy Beauties pow'rful Charms t' upbraid ; 
Thy Virtue well might give the Lie, 
Nor call thy Beauty to its Aid. 


For Venus, ev'ry Heart t' enſnare, 
With all her Charms has deck'd thy Face; 
And Pallas, with unuſual Care, 
Bids Wiſdom heighten ev'ry Grace. 
Who can the double Pain endure, 
Or who muſt not reſign the Field 
To thee, celeſtial Maid, ſecure 
With cupid's Bow, and Pallas Shield? 


If then to thee ſuch Pow*r is given, 
Let not a Wretch in Tormeat live; 

Bur ſmile, and learn to copy Heav'n, 
Since we mult fin, ere ir forgive. 


HY hangs that Ciowd upon thy Brow ? 
That beauteous Heaven, c1e- while ſerene! 
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vet pitying Heav'n not only does 
Forgive th* Offender and th* Offence, 
Dut e en itſelt, appeas'd, bettows 
As the Reward of Penitence. 


* 


SONG CCELYML. -- 
HILE from my Looks, tair Nymph you 
pueſs 
The ſecret Paſſions of my Mind, 
My heavy Eyes, you ſay, conteſs 
A Heart to Love and Grict inclin'd. 
There needs, alas! but little Art 
To have this fatal Secret found; 


With the {ame Eaſe you threw the Dart, 


»Tis certain you may ſhew the Wound, 
How can I ice you, and not love, 
While you as op'nivp Lalt ate fair? 
While cold as Northeim blalts ym prove 
How can love and not Qeipain ? 
The Wretch in dp ipie Ferrers bound, 
Your pore! Mercy may relate ; 
Soon, i: my Love bu „ ce wee crown'd, t 


Fair Propli-iis, my Gris. vols crale, 


SONG CCXUL'X. 


* OU laugh to ſee ine: nd upper 
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Wrong not a well - meant honeſt Flame, 
To Lais undeſign'd; 
»Tis to her Sex, not her, I am 


So ardent and ſo kind. Fal, Ial, lal, &c. 


Where's now the mighty Diff'rence thown, 


In what we diff'rent do? Fal, Lal, lal, &c: 


One feigns to all alike, and one | 
To all alike is true. Fal, Lal, Lal, &c. 
As both have Hundreds done — 
Each other we careſs; 
Impartial ſhe loves no Man more, 


And 1 no Wenes lofi. l toc: 


SONG CCL. 
T PON Clarinda's panting Breaſt, 
The happy Strephon lay; 
With Love and Beauty jointly preſt 
To paſs the Time away, 
Freſh Raptures of tranſporting Love 
Struck all his Senſes dumb; 
He envy'd not the Pow'rs above, 
Nor all the Joys to come. 
As Bees around the Garden rove, 
To feich their Treaſures home; 
So Strephon wac'd the Fields of Love, 
To fill her Honey-comb : 
Her ruby Lips he kiis'd and preſt, 
From whence all Joys derive; 
Then, humming round her ſnowy Breaſt, 
Strait crept into her Hive, 
1 


»•»ů 


[| 


H ſtay! ah turn! ah whither wou'd you 


Pave 
flie 3 


All in the Downs the Fleet was moor'd 8 


w Swains 
s Tnoug hts 


Ulle xis ſhunn'd his Fe 
As Chlorzs full of harm 


Ah! lovely Nymph, the World's on Fire 
As I beneath the Myrtle Shade lay inuſing 


Ah! whither, Whither ſhall I flie 
Amintas, that true-hearted Swain 
At Noon, in a Sun-{hipy Day 

A Dean and Protencaf | 
Around her fee Ccupid flying 

As tippling John was jogging on 
At Wincheſter was 2 Wedding 
Amongſt the Willows on the Craſs 
Atrifling Song you ſhall hear 

A Quire of bright Beauties 

A Nymph ot tae Plain 

Ah! Love, it a God thou wilt be 


A Tory, a Whig, ard a Moderate Alan 


Ape 1 will not implore 
4 3 
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Ah! how ſweet it is to love 

As he lay in tne Plain 

An «\cerly Lady, whoſe bulky {quar Figure 
A Ea on ſuch Fools 


ſweet to ſee the Eyes 
A Maxim this amongſt the wiſe 
Arch Cuprd, gathering a Roſe 
A Spoute I do hate 

A Curie on all C 
Ah! Chloyzs, cou 


but ac 


Bright was the Mo cool was 4 Air 
Blow, blow, Borcas, blow 

Behold the Man that with gigautick Might 

Beauty now alone ſhall move him 


chloe, ſure the Gods abeve 
Chloe, a Coquet, in her Prime 
Come, Neighbuurs, now we've made, &c. 
Chloe, be kind, no more perplex me 
ee ta ir Ouc, be kind | 

ame all ye ;uily Bacchanals 
Cupid, God oi plealuntz Anguiſh 
Iynthia trow ns whene'er I woot her 
Come ail you Sons ot Adam 
chice biuſh'd, and trown'd, and ſwore 
Come hither, good People, ec. 
Contound thute dull Fools 
Come fil as a Bumper ot Red, my bravc 85 * 


z)eſpairing beiide a cicar Stream 
Dis genes, {uriy and proud 

De not ask me, charming Phillis 
Liitracted will Care 


; 


| 


From n: 


From rc 
From g 
Fair Ve: 


Go, go, 


Gentle I 
Give me 
Gainſt 


60, tho 


Gentle 2 


Go, hay 


1 How ſc1 


Haſte, 
Here's t 
How bie 


{ Here all 
1 How ha 
Hang th 


How ha 


How m. 


If Philli 
li any 1 
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Every Man take a Glaſs in his Hand 73 
| For haughty Phillis Thyrfis pines I 
{From native S:aik (4 province Roſe 16 


From roſie Bowers, Ec. 

From grave Le ſſous aud Reftraiut 
Fair Venus, they lay 

I Fair Iris and her Swain 


Fond Orpheus went, as Poets tell 209 
From filcn: Shades and the Elyfian Groves 213 
Fly from Olznda, young and war 216 
Flavzia's Eyes, like Fires ſuppygdy'd 217 

{ Freedom is a real Trea ſur | 218 

Fair Cæli a Love preicnde 224 

| Ghoſts of ev'ry Occupation 50 

| Grim King ot che Ghoſts, make haſte 69 
Go, go, you vile Sot 62 

| Gentie Love, this Hour betriend me 20 
Give me more Love, or more Diidain 225 
Bainſt Keepers we Petition 228 
Go, thou perpetual whining Lover 240 
Gentle Tephyrs, ſilent Giades 244 
Go, happy Paper, doubly bleſt 249 

How ſevere is forget ful old Age 49 
Haſte, my Rain- Deer, and let us nimbly go 65 
Here's to thee, my Boy | 72 
How bleſt are Shepheids, how happy, Cc. 7 
Here all people and Sports 144+ 

| How happy are we 190 
Hang the Presbyter Gill 195 
How happy am! | 233 
How much, egregious Moe, are we 276 
If Phillis denies me Pellief 16 


Ii any fo wite is . 3 


An Alphabetical TABLE. 
the lovely, the Joy of her Swain 


I go to the El Sha 
pon ry — ſill confin'd 
T'll fail upon the Dog-ttar 
Jolly Mortals, fill your Glaſſes 
In good King Lewzs's Land 112 
J'l] tell thee, Dick, where I have lately been 125 
I burn, my Brains conſume to A ſhes 127 
In ſpight ot Love, at Length I've found 148 
In Kent ſo tam'd of old 194 
It is not, Calia, in our Power 203 
In vaĩn you ſable Needs put on 210 
In April, wh oſes, Vc. 212 
It the be nor ir 230 
In vain by Para u ſtrĩve 231 
Is Hamzlla then my own | 233 
In Chlorzs all ſaft Charms agree nt 
In vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt 239 
Let Ambition fire thy Mind | 3» 
Liften all, I pray, to the Words I've to ſay zbid, 
Liberia's all my Thought and Dicam , 49 
Let's be jovial, fil our Glaſſes = 
Love, thou airy vain Illuſion 108 
Laſt Sunday, at St. James's Pray'rs 72 | 
Leave off this foo!ith Prating 175 
Love, the Sweets of Love 198 
Loet none be uncivil, but let a Health paſs 221 
Les. vc off, tond Her mite, leave thy Vow 246 
Love bid me hope, and 1 obey'd 258 
My Name is honeſt Harry 68-1 
Maiden ticlh as a Rote 131 


My Hays have been ſo wond'rous free 133 
My Fiend and I we drauk whole Piſ:-pots 157 
My Maſters aud Friends 2431 


Now the good Man's from Home 


Oh! happy, happy Groves 

On Belvider a's Boſom lying 

Of all the ſimple Things we do 

Of all the World's Enjyments 

On a Bank of Flow ers, Sc. 

Of all rhe Girls that are ſo ſmart 

Of all Comforts 1 miſcarr y'd 

One April Morn, when trom the Sea 
Oh Sign: ! the Mother of Defires 
Obſerve the num*rons Stars which grace 
On the Brow of Richmond Hill 


| © fie! What mean 1, tooliſh Maid 


Oh! wha: a Plague is L 
Oh! where's the Plague 


Pretty Parrot, ſay, when I was away 
Pr'ythee fill me the Glaſs 

Phzidzs, the faireſt of Love's Foes 
Pray now, John, le: Fug prevail 
Peggy in Devotion | | 

Plague us not with idle Stories 
Fr'ythee, Silvia, why fo coy 


| Ring, ring the Bar- bell of the World 


Remember, Damon, you did tell 


Ranging the Plain one Summer's Night 


Strephon, when you ſee me flie 

Says my Uncle, I pray you diſcover 
See from the filent Grove Alexis flies 
See, ſee, my Seraphing comes 

Send home my long-ſtray'd Eyes to me 
So form'd to charm, lovely all over 
Sweet Nelly, my Heart's Delight 
Sweet are the Charms of her I love 


An Alphabetical TABL x. 


An Alphabetical Tanuu. 


See, Sirs, ſee here! a Doctor rare 1 
Since Times are 10 bad, I muſt tell thee, & 
Suppoſe a Man docs all he can N 
Sylvia, methinks you are unſit 

Silly Swain, give o'er thy Wooi 
Smooth was the Warer, calm the Air 
Say, lovely Sylvia, lewd and fair 
So num'rous Havia's i harms appear 
Swain, thy hopeleſs Paſſion ſmother 
Some hoiſt up Fortune to the Skies 


The Sun had juſt withdrawn his Fires 

The Sun was ſunk beneath the Hill 

The Play ot Love is now begun 

»Tis too late for a Coach 

To all ye Ladies now at Land 

This great World is a Trouble 

To Friend and to Foe | 

There lives a Laſs upon the Green 

»Twas when the Seas were roari 

Thus Damon knock's at Calia's Door . 

Twas within a Furlong of Edinboroug hb Town 5 | What © 

The Groves, the Plains | 

There is one dark and ſullen Hour £1 

To Beauty devored 44 

"Twas on 2 River”: verdant Side 97 
90 
9 


Tell me, tell me, charming Creature 
Too lovely cruel Fair | 
To me a Thouſand Vows 119 
The Sages oi old _—_ 
The Charms of bright Beauty ſo powerful are 1299 


Tho? cruel you ſeem to my Pain 149 

To Lordlings proud I tune my Song 156 | When 
Tranſported with Pleaſure 166 While 
The Joys of Court or City 200 When 
»Twas Fancy firſt made Celia fair 203 When 


The wakeful Nightingale, that takes no Reſt af | What: 
Thus Kitty, beautitul and young d. 


nll 4. At .4 — 
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Page I To love and to languiſh 222 
145 Y That none be de eiv'd 229 
173 rell me, Hæmilla, tell me why 239 
199 The Danger is over, the Battle is paſt 242 
205 fell me no more 1 am deceiv'd 245 
208 To the bieak Winds on barren Sands 262 
210 To the Brook and the Willow, Sc. 263 
21 There was an 2 Swain full fair 265 
— The ſweet roſie Morn 255 
* Upbraid me not, capricious Fair = 

to | Vpon Clarinda's panting Breaſt 276 
7 | Waft me ſome ſoft and cooling Breeze 2 
Why will Elorclla, when I gaze 14 
3 What tho” they call me country Laſs 15 
35 | hilt 1 gaze on Chloe trembling | 25 
2 .| while Phzlls is drinking : 27 
4g | Who comes there? ſtand 33 
47 With runetul Pipe and merry Glee 56 
5: | Wou'd you chuſea Wite for a happy Life 67 
7057 | What state of Lite can be ſo bleſt 80 
69 | Would Fate to me Belinda give 97 
2; | We'lldrink, and we'll never have done, Boys 93 
34 Would you know how we meet, Ge. 96 
8&7 | What ſhall 1 do to ſhew how much I love her 97 
90 Wnilſt I tondly view the Charmer 130 

36 Wou'd you have a young Virgin, c. 138 
119 | When che bright God ot Day 142 
123 | When as Corruption hence did go 154 

129 Where Oxen do low | | 163 
140 | When chloe we ply 165 

156 | When bright Aurelẽa tript the Plain 177 
166 While the Lover is think ing 195 
200 When all was wrapt in dark Midnight 190 
203 When embracing my Friend 202 


2 | What art thou, Love! whence are, &. 20g 
f 
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While in the Bow'r with Beauty bleſt 
Whilſt the Town's brim-full of Folly 
Women like Venice Glafles are 
When love-fack Mars, the God of Wars 
Whilſt Alexis lay preſt | 
Would you court the Joys won't leave you 
Were 1 to chuſe the greateſt Bliſs 
When on fair Celia I did ſpy 
We all to conquering Beauty bow 

When Love and Youth cannot make way 
With no leſs various Paſſions roſt 
Why hangs that Cloud upon thy Brow 
While from my Looks, fair Nymph, &c, 


Young Corydon and Phillzs 34 
You meaner Beauties ot the Night 4% 
Young Philoret and Celia mer Fes 52 
Young cupid one Day wily 3 
Ye Lads and ye Laſſes hat live at Longleat 
Ye Nymphs who trequer rhote tweet Tlains 64 | 
Young 1 am, and ye: uk ill'd 90 
Le twice ten hundied De ties : 
Toung cupid | find to ſubdue me inclin'd 132 
Young Srrepben by his ioided Sheep 219 
You laugh co ſee me tond appear 275 


